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EXCELLENCY 


Earl of Cheſterfield, | 
Amba ſſador Extraordinary to 


the STATES-GENERAL, 
c A 


Dzp1caTIon to your Excel- 
lency is, Iam ſenſible, a Work 
of ſo delicate Nature, that 
am under the ſtrongeſt Appre- 
prehenſions while I venture on 

the Province. Should I addreſs you, My 

HE WY Lord, . 
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vi DEDICATION. 
Lord, in the uſual Forms, and pay you 


£Z _ thoſe Compliments, as juſtly applicable to 
one Great Man as another, I ſhould fall 


very far ſhort of what I would ſay: And 


to attempt in Deſcription thoſe many rare 


Perfections, and moſt amiable Virtues, fo 


_ peculiar. in My Lord CHESTERFIELD, 


would be to diſpleaſe him; the only Perſon 


on Earth who would not be delighted to 
hear them. 


Warn your 1 s Name ſhall 
appear prefixed to this Addreſs, it will na- 
. turally be expected as the Introduction of 
Something into the World, which your 
l might think was not without Me- 

: Be it therefore, with your Permiſſion, 
— Pride to ſay, Your private Appro- 
bation of this TRACEDY, above a Year 


ago, gave me at that Time Courage enough 


to implore the Patronage, which your great 
9 85 Nature r you to grant. 


Marv I flatter myſelf, that your Excel- 


SKY at the Diſtance you are, may have 
ſome little Curioſity to know what was the 


Fate of this Play? Permit me, My Lord, | 


on oy! Preſumption, to he you, it was very 
- | particular: 


DEDICATION. vi 


particular : And, I hope, it ſhall not be im. 
puted as Vanity to me, when I explain my 
Meaning in an Expreſſion of Juvenal, Lau- 
datur & Alget ; but from what Foundation 
this Misfortune attended it, I ſhall not Pre- ; 
ſume to account, 


Uro N this Occaſion I cannot help la- 
menting to your Lordſhip, that the Intereſt 


of my Country, and the Support of Phi- 
lotas, were render'd incompatible at this 


Juncture; and Nothing but the Knowledge 
of your being ſo worthily employed in the 


Service of the former, could be able to com- 
penſate for the Loſs which I feel from the 


Want of your Preſence to the latter: But 


all private Views muſt vaniſh, when that 
Glorious One of the Publick Welfare —_ 
pears, 7 | 


Ta ſingle Conſideration naturally 


calls upon me no longer to treſpaſs en your i 
Excellency's Minutes, when I have firſt 
begg'd Leave to return my moſt humble Ml 


and ſincere Thanks for your Favours con- 
ferred on me; and affured your Lordſhip, 
that, in this my plain and. homely Epiſtle, 
I have _—y kept in my Thoughts thoſe 

A 4 elegant 


vi DEDICATION. 
elegant Words of Pliny; Tantum abſit az 


Adulationis ſpecie Gratiarum Actio mea, * 
4 e 4 ehe 1 As; 12 


| 2h Lose, 
Your Excellency's 


Ma Obedient, ane 


"Devoted humble Se var, 


— 


ab 
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To you his Country pannell d in the Pit. 


Tor writing well was Service to the State. 


P R O0 LOG . 
By a FRIEND. 


; | Spoke by Mr. QUIN. 


UC HY is the Caſe in theſe cenſorious Times, © 

Writing is rankd among ſt enormous Crimes: 
Criticks,. the Plaintiffs, proſecute with Fury, 
Bays is the Culprit, and the Pit his Fury: 
Should you be pack'a,. to fruſtrate all Defence, 
Should go by Whim, and not by Evidence; 
Who then ſhall vouch the Poets Reputation? 
Wits, one and all, will vote for his Damnation. 
He would decline a Trial by his Peers, _ 
For Wits and Criticks both alike he fears ; 
Challenging theſe, he's willing to ſubmit, 


U 


If paſt Behaviour may your Pity ftoay, CET 
His Crimes amount yet but to One poor Play; 
He's not an old Offender in this Way. 

You Proſecutors move to try the Cauſe 
By old Athenian, abrogated Laws ; „ 
Which in thoſe Days were proper for their Stage, 
But Things are chang d in this politer ge. 
The Publick then eſpous d the Poet's Fate, 
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Thus would you Poets, like Athenians, Weak. © 


You might expect to find Athenian Wit ; 


But Laws with Cuftoms ſhould grow obſolete. 
Our Bard from moving Paſſion ſeeks Applauſe ; 


Your Hearts be Fudge, while Nature gives the Laws. 


His Tale, at leaſt, from Grecian Stores he brings, 
When Heroes Names furpaſsd the Rank of Kings. 
Such was Philotas, criſs d by Arts of State, 
__ above wy mighty Maſter great: 


EO IMG 4s © 


To my I. 


10 P R O L 0 G U; E. 
Philotas! Vow of the Perfian Name, © "A 
The Pride of Greece, and Alexander: Shams: 
Tho with fome Frailties blemiſtod he appear, 
His Fices the Exceſs of Virtue wear; 
Then, Ob with Candcur temper well your 'Theaghtss 
Fuft to his Virtues, tender to his Faults. 
The up to Fate the Bard bis Heroe give, 

Be you nore kind, and tet Philotas five: 
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 Dramatis e 
| 8 | EP LOTS © Mr. Ryan. 
s.. Mr. Huletr. 
Gir N Mr. Quin. 
Cass AN DER. | Mr. Walker. 
Cs cas. 5 Mr. Ogaen. 
55 -Eys1macavs. 4 Mr. Chapman, - 
e a Perſian Prince dif: Fn s 
+ guiſed, Captive to Philotas, Mr: Mitward. 
Ctnatiinus. <P Mr. Saluay. 
"STEWARD. r . | 
1 | ALcanprn, TY Mr. Houghton, 
f 3 . 5 i: | vw 0 M 5 N. . 
5 0K EORA, Wik to Philotas., Mrs. Buchanan. 


 AxTicona, Captive and Mi. 
| ſtreſs to kiel. | e Berrinan. 3 


1 SCENE, ALEXanDeR's Cai in his Return from 
x Parthia. 2 
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, ; Enter Cleora and Craterus. He bows 1% 


a FTO Ceremony, Stateſman; WH not may. Po 
S Believe theſe Looks diſorder d, here I ſeek 3 
But if thy ſubtle Arts can more enflame 
A Breaſt incens d already with Diſdain 
Of violated Vows, and ſlighted Love, 


1 Inſpire my Tongue to give a Looſe . 

; In Words more keen than thy malicious Wit » 
Did &er deviſe, when all its Powers were bent . : pill 
2 v ug ſome Rival in thy Maſter's Favor... 


„ PETE OTA 


1 'Crat. What: means, Cleora ! Wherefofe 8 Te. atk 
E Whoſe Veinsflowrich with Axanaer's Blood, : 
Addreſs his humble Minifter in Terms, © 
| Wich, full of Plaints, he with Regret muſt heir? 
Say, what important Cauſe has drawn thee hither 
From Babylon's full Court, and ſofter 3 
Thro' hoſtile Provinces a Length of Way, 
So late ſubdu d, and ready for Revolt? 
Cle. When Diffcultics threat the Hero's Mind 
 Swells in proportion to the menac'd Danger, 
Fears and diſtruſt, like Phantoms, fly before him, 
And vaſt Ambition takes up all his Soul, 
As wild a Paſſion ſeizes oft our Sex, 
No leſs intrepid glows ; a female Heart. T. 1 
The Thirſt of Fame, that noble Zeal of daring, 
Which ſtil inſpires the brave Pel/zan Vouth, 
Ou, and 2255 World's s great Lords) to * his s Con: 
_ queſts, | 
: 00 not more ſtrong than Jealouſy i in Worn, | 
Now can'it thou gueſs the Cauſe that brought me hither ? 
Crat. Moſt ND artiv*d! but huſh > Tongue. 
| Abel. 
= ©" "NY fair Prince, 5 925 poysn- nous r 
Nor ſeek with prying Eyes to know what W 
If true, diſtracts; if falſe, condemns the Search. 
The fatal Plagues of over- curious Tranſports, 
Of which each Day” s Experience gives fad Proof, 
Betimes ſhou'd warn thee from the treacherous Path, 
Which leads at beſt to Knowledge, beſt unfound. 
The Man, who tells me that my Love is falſe, 
May mean me well, but robs me of my Quiet. 8 
Cleo. Ceaſe to harangue, inſipid, cool Declairher * 
"Can idle Subtleties, or moral Precepts 
Drawn from the ſpecious Jargon of the Schools, 
Aſſwage a Flame thy Breaſt no longer knows? 


* 


n- 


E 


No whence proceeds this Penury of Words & 


To dare this Inſult on Cleora's Grief ? 


When to my elder Years Parmenid's Son, . 
This Traytor to your Charms, this falſe 7 1 „ 


Yrs that Merit, per pardon 18 prefer d. d. 


Where Thirſt of en and 5 now ber n : 11 


The Paſſions and Infirmity of Age: 

Theſe Cautions thou preſerib' ſt, but help t ere 

My ſtrong Suſpicions, and confirm my Fe ears: 140 

Then be it as it may, Iam determin d; Wal e 23 
Jo doubt is Pain, to be convinc'd is Eaſe. me. 

Crat. This Rage, too like that Fever of the Brain, 21K 

Which drives us headlong to the pointed Rock 

Will leave you giddy on its dreadful Summit: 


Helpleſs, without Retreat, to gaze with Horror 
Down on thoſe Plains, which you too raſhly quitted. 
Cleo. Spare farther Counſel ; if thou art a os & 


Submit to hear a Grecian Matron ſpeak. nth Fk 
If thou art A/exander's faithful Servant. 
Do Juſtice to his Wrongs, redreſſing mine wat Ent 
The falſe Philotas- x od Pr Þ : 

Crat. » —— Is, I Fey 3 ripe | 


Cleo. To blame! Now out upon the languid Phraſe ; 1 7 
The Time has been when thy officious Tongue rep of 
Had with unſparing Freedom ſpoke his Actions 
And known another Language; when his Virtues _ 1 
(For many, ſure, he has) thou had'ſt miſconſtru d . 
Magnificence had chen been ſtyl'd Profuſion;.. | - 
His laviſh Bounty ftretch'd to Friends, Deſign. 7 
The noble Ardour of his Soul, Ambition: 


2 


31 


But from proud Spite and Arrogance of Soul, 
Crat. Unjuſtly your Suſpicions aim eimpute | 


My filent Caution to reſenting Love, „„ 
Long fince extinguiſt'd by your cruel con; 


Vain-glorious, fickle, but, Oh, happy Youth ! 2 OE = 


16 


ft he FR 1 * 2 0 * N 0 
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- 


204: AT HAGAK 
No 'twas Compaſſion kept the Secret back, 


Not with his Riots to diſturb your Peace. 
Cle. Too thameful—publick are they grown, Crate, 


Or I, be ſure, had never heard his Falſhood. 


In this injurious Fate is ever kind, 
Perverſely good; they, whom it moſt concerns, 
Aͤre ſtill the laſt to know their wretched Doom. 
Vet wilt thou lend thy friendly Aid to fave 
A Princeſs, whom perhaps you once might love ? - 
Aſſiſt me to retrieve his wandring Heart, 

.Or with Revenge fate my indignant Soul. 
Crat. One of her Suits ſhe might be ſure Td grant 225 
And add another, which ſhe does not aſk. [Ale 
Devoted to your Wiſhes, wrong d Cora, 8 

Behold Craterus $ happy, if in this 

{A Taſk ſevere to make a Rival bleſt? 

He may cbnvince you by the cruel Proof, 

What dear Regard his Heart ill pays your Virtues. 


© Is your Arrival at the Camp yet publ ick, 


Or ſpread in Whiſpers mongſt Philotas Guards ? 
Cue. Neither. To Clitus Tent I took my Way, 


Wuhom my falſe Lord eſteems his other Father; 


And wou'd to Heaven, he copied that good Man! 


nim now the King in private Council holds. 


Crat. I gueſs the Matter In good Time you come 3 
The many Rumours that have filbd the Camp, 
(And which, Heaven knows, I ſtifled all I cou'd) 
Have, at the laſt, reach'd Alexander's Ear, 
Of thy voluptuous Lord's intemperate Life, 
Exceſſive Feaſting, more exceſſive Pride: 


| j When at his midnight Revels, fluſh'd \ Wine, 


Irreverent, he reviles the King himſelf; 
And, ſcoffing at our beſt Commanders Toils, 
Counts Perfia's conquer d Crown his own ſole Merit = 


Then 3 1 on his Miſtreſy Loan” RY 


Cu. Ha, 8 to _ Sou ! why, 4d you, Mitre 2 
Crat. His Miſtrel—hate his eren now * M. 
ſtreſs. 

And more, he Sim in chat 1 Chim, . 

Than in the Field that made her his by Conaet... : 

This Triumph worth his Boaſt, which made a Nn 

Who vaunts Darius in her kindred Blood. 

Forget the Honour of her Name and Lows, Re 

And bow her to a married Man's Embrace ! t 
Cleo. Curs d be the Proſtitute, accursd her Charms! 

Let livid Lightning blaſt them from above 

Diſtort her Features, harrow up each Grace, 

And make her Body odious as her Soul! 1 ö 
Then for the Trays h great Juno hear me, EA ER 
Goddeſs preſiding o'er the nuptial ed. 
Thou too haſt known the Pangs of injur'd Lov, 

Its cruel Tortures, agonizing Pains | a 

Send down ſome choice, ſome mighty Plague on him 1 4% 

oh give him Jealouſy ! between their Hearts _— 

8 Sow fell Diſſenſion and ſuſpected Love 

Then let him feel the Torments, that he piVEs: 

hut haſte, Craterus, bring me to the King. | 

Crat. It works beyond my Hope. [4 ae. J 1 Each How 
your Lord, | 

On ſome Incurſion abſent, is expected ; 

The intermediate Time is therefore precious, 

And muſt be right improv'd. When to the King 
& Admitted, boldly urge the Cauſe that brings you; 
Be your own Advocate, enforce your Wrongs. 
He to your Suit ſhall lend attentive Ear. 
And deem them all his own. The Royal Blood 
Of Mateden thus {lighted for a Captive, . 
Shall fill his Heart with Wrath and juſt Diſdain. 
Ver think not, Princeſs, enforce this Counſel 6 
as other Tos than that Philotas humbled 
PR "Bowl. 


mers, 


Ha. 


* 


es 


W , 
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ws ere O r. 

Shou'd to your powerful nterceſſion owe 

His Maſter's Pardon and em ming Favour. | 

Cleo. Tis that I wiſh, tis that my Soul 8 

And, ſure, if in his Breaſt there ſtill ſurvive 

The leaſt Remains of Gratitude or Honour, 
The loſt Philotas ſhall again be mine. 

Crat. How eaſy are we led by blinded Paſſion 
To fancy, what we with the Event muſt ITS WE; 


Fer an 1 


oY With Steps importing haſte, the Lord Caſender — 
1 Crat. Pleaſe you retire, he muſt not ſee you here. 
Ca ſander is moſt inward with your Lord, 
A boſom Friend, and Partner in his Riots. 
At Chitus Tent. 1 _ attend or Berndt 57 
Exit. Cleo, 
0 This 1 kd in brock my u of Power, 
My Deputation in his Father's Room 
To govern Maceden But he approaches. 
nter Caſſander. 
Caſt. What mean, my Lord, the Rumour that I bet 
Theſe buſy Whiſpers that fly round the "_ | 
Inſecting, like a peſtilential Air, 
Our ſoundeſt Macedonians with Belief © 
Of empty Calumnies? Why theſe Suggeſtions 
Againſt a Man who moſt deſerves their Love, 
His noble Talents weigh'd in equal Scale, 
Their Country's Pride and Boaſt, the brave Philuas? 
Crat. Why this to me, my Lord? Aba if he Charge 3 


Be true or falſe, you better may explain. W 
Caf. I better may explain! Now, byn my Soul, . WW 

'Tis all thy poor Contrivance, groveling Malice. 0 
Creat. In this you do me Wrong, a wond'rous Wrong, "þ 
IM Who ſcorn the Office which your: * wou'd give me. V 


Po 112 | or 


| P:+ 22 I iL 0 7 4 S . "29 : 
Nor does it need; th Occaſion ſtands too gro: 


And, were I ſo diſpod, prevents my Labour. ' 
Cafſ. But nouthy menial Tools; their buſy Tongues ; 
Have full Employ to vent thy private Rancour. [ 
Crat. You grow intemperate in your Speech, cala. | 
Nor ſhou'd I bear theſe Words, but that I think OF 
They ſpring from generous Source; I mean, * Friend- 
ſhip: . 
Friendſhip, ' the nobleſt Paſſion of the Mind, OY 
When rightly plac'd ; when ill, its great Miaortune. 22 
Ca. Then know, I glory, pride myſelf in mine: 
That noble Warmth with which I love PBH ... 
And ſure, if Valour, Virtue, Truth and . F 
Greatneſs of Soul, and Bounty unconfin'd, = 
A Heart and Hand ſtill bent to cheer Diſtreſs one | 
Cleo, Fer yet found Place in One, in him they en $44 20% ; 
Compleat the Man, and juſtify my Choictdee. 
Crat. Friendſhips, that are not founded: upon Virtua, — 
Deſerve no better Names than Leagues in Vice. 2 
What ſeeks the Drunkard in his beſt-lov'd' Friends D 
A Brain to bear, a Thirſt by Wine unſtackd. 
ear! What he, who gives the Rein to wanton 3 
Some Wretch of Morals diſſ lute as himſelf. 
Thus our own Appetites confirm the Choice; 126 
And when we think we ſeal a Man our 8 
And moſt approve him, we approve ourſelves. | B 
J fear, my Lord, your Zeal for this bad Man 221 
Savours too ſtrong of Partnerſhip in Pleaſure, 2369 
Sallies of Youth, and Riots known together. 
arge Cas. Calm Sophiſter! thou baſe ſuggeſting 8 abe 
Who, for the Slips of ſome leſs-guarded ny; 
Woud'ſ blaſt the Reputation of a Life - 
Gloriouſly toil'd-in the Purſuit of Honour. 
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s, WW Why ſleeps the Soldier on th' unwholeſome . 
e. Why bears he Winter's Storms, or Syrius Rage? 
Nor * 1 | 


"= PHILOTAS ; 


Why courts the Perils of unſparing War ? 4 
But that thoſe Hardſhips, thoſe fierce Conflicts paſt, 
He may enjoy the Calms of ſoft Repoſe: | 
Beauty and Wine to crown his generous Toils; 
And Fame, his great Reward for Dangers ſcorn 4. 
Yet know, in Anſwer to thy baſe Reflection, 
Know, for his Virtues I revere Philotas; © 
Such as thy Soul cou'd never entertain. | 
Crat. Whate' er thoſe Virtues are, I grudge 'em not; 
So clonded, and o'erpois'd by blameful Follies: - 
Crimes, which, tho known to Fame, his royal Maſter, 
Moſt partial-kind, difſembl'd not to know. 
But Patience, with repeated Inſults worn, 
With Provocations inſolent and high, * 
(The baſe Returns of foul Ingratitude 
For Favours heap'd on Favours) wakes at length 
From ſlumbring Mercy, Clemency abugd. 
Nor ſhall it well become your Prudence, Lord, 
.. To juſtify the Man who dares revile 
The Majeſty of Kings. Fear, leſt ſuch conduct | 
Create Suſpicions that I wou'd not wiſh. 
C2fſ. And am I then become thy leaſt of Cares! 
Ut Haſt thou fo great a Tenderneſs for me? 
How much I ſtand indebted to thy Love! 
= Now by my injur'd Honour, and my Friend's, 19 
Tax'd with Ingratitude by thy vile Tongue, 
We love the King above thy Faction's Rate: 
But love him as we ſhou d, the perfect Heroe. 
We to all mortal Honours wou'd advance him; 
You to divine: Your ſervile Flatteries, Lord, | 
Have taught him to forget the Name of Philip: 
To wear the Perſian Robe, the ſoft Tiara, 
And quit the Manners of his native Greece. | 
Crat. By all my Hopes he will undo himſelf; © . 
+ eee blen yang me, -- 
ne'er 


er, 


Tho' Eu, better forts with thy baſe Nature. 


* 


\ 


Yet what made Hercules and Bacchas Gods, 
But vaſt Succeſs,” and conquer'd India's Nations? $ 
And has not he ſurpaſs'd their utmoſt Glories? 


Like a ſwift Torrent, wide o erſpread the Eaſt?” 


Why may he not in Policy aſſume | 

The Style of Anmon's Son, to keep them Slaves? 
To this the Oracle has given a Sanftion, 
And added Terrors to his dreaded Name. 


Cafſ. Like Slaves, then let them worſhip the vain Ida, | 


Their own created God. A Grecian Soul, 

Free and enlighten'd, ſcorns ſuch abject Service; 
Recoiling ſtrong with Horror of the Crime. 

Vet theſe are but the ſpecious Arguments, 
Wherewith thou doſt ſeduce thy Maſter's Mind; 
Which give thee Room to fate thy ſecret Malice; 
And when ſome Grecian, worthier than thyſelf, - 
Scorns to debaſe his Knee; thy buſy Tongue 
Strait repreſents him Traytor to his Prince: 

And thus Philotas has incurr'd his Anger. Mt 

Crat. The King ſhall clear me of th imputed Slander, 

To whom his inmoſt Practices are known. 


Caf. Oh! Wou'd thine were; then how) he kai 


ſee, 


In proper 58 riſing to his View, 6 11. 


Diflimulation, Avarice and Pride, 

Envy, Detraction of ſuperior Merit, 

With the long Train of Arts ſuch Stateſmen . . 

To cruſh the Brave, and cheat deluded Monarchs. 
Crat. Behold the Power of Innocence! I laugh 


At theſe thy empty Taunts, and boiſtrous Rage. : 


Thus Al Top derides the Tempeſt's Force, ; 1 
And hears, unmov'd, the Surges laſh his Feet. 
_ Caf. A Mountain art thou grown, indeed, in u Pikde 4/ 


Like 


P : I. : 
I ncer advis'd thoſe Honours he affect? | 
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Like that, thy Head is ſilver d o'er with Snow, 

While with malignant Flames thy Boſom burns. 

Crat. Beware th Irruption thou, and take for once 
Counſel from him whom thou miſcall thy Foe. 

| Renounce Philua, Follies, quit his Friendſhip, 

| Retire in Time, and fave thee from his Ruin. 

Cal. Thou think ſt me, ſure, that abje& Slave thou art 
A Stranger to the ſacred Laws of Friendſhip, _ 
| Whom generous Sentiments could never warm. 

Shall I, becauſe the Waves begin to ſwell, | 
And gathering Clouds portend the riſing e 0 
Deſert my Friend, and poorly fly to Shore? 

Let them come on, and rattle o'er my Head. 
Jo the full Tempeſt's Rage expos d together, 
Safe in the Bark of Innocence we'll ride; 
Outbrave the Billows, and deride their Tumult. 
Thus I contemn thy idle Menaces, - - 
And dare thee to the Proof in Honour's — len 
Crat. This Inſolence, proud Man, may coſt Fo dear ; 
This bold Defiance of a fooliſh Mercy, 
That once had I bought to fave thee. 


E ner perdiccas and Lyſimachus. 


"2 you, Perdiccas, 
From the King's Preſence? - / - | 
Perd. On the Inſtant left him. $3 8155 
Crat. Aught of Importance brings the * Four ö 
Perd. Philotas is return d with ample en, 

The rebel Provinces again ſubdu d; | 
All the Fomenters of the late Revolt | 
Or ſlain, or Captives made; and hither brought 
In Chains to wait our mighty Maſter's Sentence. 
Crat. Curſe on the Fortune thatattendsthis Minion! (4 4 
Succeſs ſtill follows Alexander's Arms; 3 
And all his Captains conquer in that Name. a 5 


— 


U art 
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REIDOTHAS ft 

IV Great is his Name; but to what Cauſe, ep a 
Owes he that Name? Is it not to the l 
His daring Mind, indeed, is like the Soul; | ; 
That actuates the Body which they Dom: wan at * 
We are his Limbs, and Sinews of the War; 
And each brave Macedonian, that has tugg'd 
In bloody Fields for Victory, deſerves | 
His Share of Glory for the rapid Conqueſts. 

Perd. None more than brave Phi/atas. Scarce Zan 
His noble Sire, by Philip to the King | 
Given as the wiſe Inſtructor of his Vouth, 
And great Preceptor in the School of Mars. 
Whoſe Abſence now, in a Retreat for Age, 
Is well ſupply'd by this moſt worthy Son. 

Crat. You're laviſh in his Praiſes: Such as you : 
Are his worſt Foes, and ſwell his Pride of Soul: 
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That Arrogance, with which he brands Sees, 1 


Nor ſpares the Name of Majeſty itſelf. 
Lyf. I 1055 wou d ink. him wor; 
— — How did the King | 
RN * News? | | 
I Tt ſcarce, I think, has reach'd him. 
RufM'd at ſomething, what I could not learn, : 
He Clitus held in private Conference.  * 1+ 
Perd. But Clitus comes; and, or I read him wrong, 
His Looks declare Diſorder in his Breaſt. 11 
Some other's Care diſturbs the good old Man: N = 
He, for himſelf, can neither wiſh nor fear. _ 


= Emer Clitas. Fa ; 
Cit. From all Employments thus at once diſmiſs d! | 
Thoſe Offices of Truſt, and Poſts of Honour, 675 
Which he ſo nobly fi1Pd ; his Services, 
And thoſe of his great Father, quite forgot; 


3 


5 Vou, on the Inſtant, muſt attend in Council, 


do PHIL O 4K 

Oh une ſure is rigid Juſtice, | 

For idle Boaſts, the Levities of Wine. 
Crat. Ha, what do I hear? My Arts at length prevail 

The Meteor's faln. [4{de.]: I gueſs you mean Philatas. 
Clit. Moſt true; the King at preſent thus determines, 

Nor cou d I with my-beſt Perſuaſions move - 

His uſual Maas to gentler Terms. 


© Enter a Meſſenger. 


30 7 Clitus, my Lord, you ſcarce had paſo d the Guard; 
Eer our great Maſter call'd for you in hate - 


With Lord Craterus. 
Crat. Say, we meet his Pleaſure. 
chi. What means this haſty Call? Some ſudden Tum 
Preſaging, as I fear, more fatal Purpoſes 
Alas, Philotas, thy imperious Soul, 
That hardly bears Competitors in Glory, 
Not ev'n thy Maſter's ſelf, at length undoes thee, 
His Favour loſt, thy Safety once and Pride; 
His gentle Temper, which long ſtood the Trial, 
Broke by thy 5 erltreteb d Pride, and E Bearing. 


. Experientd Archers ſend tht Shafts with Eaſe, 
And, ſlighth drawing, drive them as they pleaſe 3 
But when. ſome more robuſt, ſome ruder Swain 
The diſtant Horns of the tough Yew would flrain 
| Beyond their Pitch, immoderate Strength to ſhow, 
Harſh j Jars the ale, fo in Shivers flies the Bow. 


[Exeunt, a Are 
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2 ARD ON, dear Perſia, nk lamented: 
Country, 

Thou Glory once of all the keen 
„ N 

Forgive Ar/aces, that he yet furvives 
Thy dread Calamities, and mighty Ruin, 
That has 4 hin diſguis d in Garb and F eature, 

He drags a hated Life, which harder Fate 

Than ev'n Captivity itſelf makes wretched. 

That, thro my generous Conqueror, is light. 
Who treats me rather like a Friend than Captive: 
Nor Cer enquir'd into my hidden Fortunes. | 
But then he ſtabs me in the tend'reſt Part, | 


My Love; and is again, I fear my Victor. 18. A Yi 


But tis not Time yet to diſcloſe myſelf. 
Jo him, or loſt Antigona. She comes. 
Penſive ſhe ſecmo——Lct me obſerve her well 


Enter Antigona. 


Am. this theſe the Pleaſures of unlawful Love 7 
Are theſe the promis d Joys, ſo ill exchangdd 
For thoſe that Innocence alone can give? 45 aff vo 
How ſtrong is the Deluſion of our Fancy ! e 
That with falſe Colours dreſſes 1 I 
Of empty Joys, vain, yiſionary Bliſs. | ; 5 


er 

Tis now, Captivity, I feel thy Chains. 

Accurſed Chance of War l that made me his, 

The charming Man s, ho cou d alone undo me. 

Oh had my better Fortune given me Slave 

To ſome leſs worthy Grecian, I had known 

The Pangs of Servitude, and only thoſe ; 

My daily Taſk of Labour had perform'd, * 

And, patient, learnt t obey ſome haughty Maſter: 

But here, alas, Dominion is my Curſe; - 

And I, by conquering, am but more enſlay'd._ 

Prius Love, how fatal is thy Sway! 

How abſolute thy Power that fetters Mind! 

. thee it is, that I forget my Birth, Þ £ A 
And with Pollution ſtain the ſacred Stem 5 n 

Of Perfi's royal Blood; by thee ſedue'd !!! & 

Ldoat on Shame, and think my Bondage F ben * 

By thee I know thoſe anxious Cares that fill . 

My troubled Breaſt, whene er the War's A 8 

Calls to the Field mine and my Country's N 3 


'The fatal Foe to both, yetlov'd Philotas. 0 / 
__ 4/. Oh Daggers "gy Heart! Oh ſhamcles Fair! | Arr 
How art thou faln? 5 10 1 1 Th: 
Ant. Whence this Wü gave Krenn [A 
Arſ. A Slave indeed, but yet thy Fellow-Slavez But 
Reflect on that, and then forget Diſtinction. Th 
Since Freedom loſt, like Death, ſets Mankind 3 | 'M 
Yet wou d I have you think *twas'no Preſumption, | Va 
But dear Regard I 0 Darius Blood, Ou 
Brought me to make this Tender of my Duty Th 
Of Life itself, if that well loſt might ſerve uu. An 
Ant: Thou ſeem'ſt Armenian z ſpeak, Warn ys Fate: M. 
What Sun, propitious to the Grecian Arma, 1 ; 
What Battle gave thee Chains? Sale of. F Th 
Arſe » * —That dreadful Nighs, 2 
N to the conquering Fe oe bee up Damaſcus, wr: Qu 


PHIL O TAS. 


Ant. Damaſcus, ſaidſt thou! *T'was a fatal Hour, 


And loſt be its Remembrance to my Soul! 
Diſtraction wow'd attend the fad Idea, 

But thatT know the fame diſaſtrous Chance, 
Which made me Captive, -gave Arſaces Death; 
And fav'd him from the Infamy of Bondage. 


Arſ. Wou'd I had dy'd indeed, nor ever known 


This cruel Kindneſs, ſoſt, tormenting Joy: 
This Conflict in my Soul of Love and Rage, 


But both muſt be ſuppreſi -Von ak my Fate; 


Already part you know, that abject Part 
Which yet I beſt-can bear; the reſt a Tale 
Of private Circumſtance, and Love diſtreſt, 


Nor worth your Ear, would trifle with your ene 


Ant Thou doſt miſtake my Tenderneſs of Soul, 
| A Stranger to thoſe Pangs my ſuff ring Heart 
Feels for Diſtreſs, but moſt for that of Love, 
Say on; with ftrit Attention will T hear thee, 
And, ſympathizing, ſhare thy Weight of Woes. 


Arſ. Then know me, Princeſs, of no vulgar Births | 


Armenia's Soil boaſts not a nobler Blood, 

Than whence I ſpring. No petty Lord, I drew 
A Train of Warriors to Darius. Aid: My 
But in the Multitude that ſwelPd his 8 
The Name of Artaban might never reach you. 


Mongſt theſe, as tis our Country's fooliſh Pride, f 


Vain Pageantry and Cumbrance of the War, 


Our Women came, with them the dear . 71 


The tender Partner of her Father's 1 
And gentle Solace in the Toils of War; 
My Soub's ſoft Idol and athang'd Bride. 
Ant. Alas, unhappy Maid! I dread her v9 
The Sequel of thy Story. But proceod. 

- Arſ, After Arbela's haple& Field, the bet 


Dur King aſſign'd the Armenians, was N Sg 


Then 
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te Then deem'd impregnable; where all the Wealth 


Amaſed by Penis long ſucceſſive Monarchs, Ml Cilsw 
Treaſure immenſe, for Safety had been ſent. . 


he alluring Bait ſoon drew the Grecians thither; 


Save him a dear-conteſted Prize, the City: 
fer ke and thyſelf. 
Vet, as 1 may, I ſhall obey your Pleaſure. 


3 Or how the-Greeks, whether by Force or Fraud, 


There dying Soldiers groan, while in their Tame, 


Deny'd me Cen the Privilege of Death. 


And great Philotas, now our common Maſter, But ſee 
Commanded at the Siege; when, or his Fate, 
Or Genius unſurmountable in War, 


Thyſelf, for which I grieve, the nobleſt Trophy. - 
| Ant. Paſs thee from that, and of drigfia W.. 


4. .— — ee Fel 
For Words, fair Princeſs, your Commands renew: 


Twere needleſs to recount the Midnight Hour, 
In which the fatal laſt Aſſault was made; 


Enter'd the Gates. Not with more Rage the Torrent, 
That foaming roars impetuous o'er its Mounds, 
Covers the Fields, and marks its Way with aki, | 

Then Horror, dreſsd in its moſt grizly Form, 
Was ſeen, and Havock reign'd in every Quarter. 


The Victors with the Vanquiſh'd bite the Ground : $7: 

Their venerable Matrong, ſcreaming Maids, | N 

With Hands uplifted; begg d in vain for Pity. 

That diſmal Sight ſoon baniſh'd other Foe 
And dear Artgſia took up all my Soul. 

I ran, I flew, to die or to protect "388 | 

But neither was my Fate. Too rigid Heaven | 


Wuneß, ye Gods! my cruel Foes atteſt, 
If I not Wel deſerv'd it from your Swords! 


Ant. Thy Words have Wan F orees the dread be. 
1 be 8 : 3 
IA) | k | Calls 


8 


er - a 


Caks up to View a Fate ſo much my own. 


Arſ. Tis well, 1 * with * Truth me Fb 
ction. 1 
But ſee me interrupted — | Lide 


e Caſlander. 
— — — nee eee 


Another Hour ſhall hear thy reſt of Woes. 


With this be comforted 5 if in the Reach 

Of Ranſom, to thy Arms again reſtor d, 

Arteſia ſhall reward thy faithful Paſſion. 

Nor think me prodigal of empty Promiſe; 

Great is Philota? Treaſure, great his Power, 

More great than both his Nobleneſs of Soul; 

Nor ſlight, I think, my Int reſt in his Heart. 

Retire ; at his firſt Leiſure will I move him, 

Nor to deaf Ears ſhall I relate thy Story. 
4rſ. How can this Woman feel ſo tenderly 

Another's Pain, yet ſee them not her own ! 

She dares not ſurely look into her Heart; 

But thus I loſe the Thought. Be gone, fond Love! 

Succeed, Revenge; I now am wholly thine. [ {ide. 

1 xt. 
Ant. Excuſe, my Lord the Moments I allow'd b 

A wretched Captive's moſt unhappy Fate. 
"Caf. Twas like Antigona, whoſe gentle Soul 

Knows every Captive's Anguiſh, bears his Chains, 

And in Philtas Arms laments her Country. 3 

Tm now his Harbinger; yet come, unw illing, 


} 


'To tell the ſtrange,” but moſt important Truth; 


My Friend returns vitorious, but undone. 
Ant. Ye heavenly Powersforhid!. What means  Caſander? F 
Viftorious, yet undone} Too ſure, alas. 

I gueſs the fatal Purport of thy Words: 
da . Arrow has transfix'd his Breaſt, nx act 
B 2 Ca. 
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Cafſ. His Bane, indeed, is Poiſon ; yet in him 
It is not lodg'd, but curſfd Craterus Breaſt, | 
"That execrable Stateſman plots his Ruin 3 
With private Rancours, artfully diſguis d 
Beneath fair Shews of Truth, and ſpecious "ER 
He round the Camp ſpreads venom'd nne; 
Then to the Far of Majeſty conveys 


The whiſper'd Rumours which himſelf edis, 
Invented or improv'd; for, oh, too ſur, 


With Grief I utter it, my noble Friend, 

Sincere in Heart, full of our native Freeadoſm, 
With inconſiderate Warmth ſometimes lets fal! 
Expreſſions too unguarded ſor the State. 

Ant. And ſhall he therefore fall? Is this your Freedom ? 
The great Renown beyond your Neighbour-Nations Ft: 
'Theſe the Refinements, given by partial Heav en 
To mark the Sons of Greece diſti nguiſh'd fon 
From Worlds, by your.own Pride miſcall'd Burkariew! / 
Cas. Alas! Antigona, thy Country”: $ Manners 
Have well reveng d the Conqueſt of her Realms; 
While now by Luxury, thy ſofter Climate 
Boaſts a more ample Triumph'o'er our _ 
Thence the rough Honeſty of Greece is fled ; 
And all thoſe golden Rules her Sages taught. 
Men that 1 pong 8 wo 

[Shouts and' 7 dar: 
But hark; thoſe martial | MRO TIRE declare . 
The Troops Return, which he led forth to Oonquſt: 
Thoſe byful Shouts, the Greeting of their Friends. 
Fluſſi d with Succeſs, he on the Wing ſhall ſeek this, 
| LulP'd on thy Boſom to unbend his Soul, b 
Vet let not Love too long detain him there: 
In Prudence reſpite for a w -hile your Joys; . = . 
Join with me to point out the threaten'd Danger, 
And urge his ſwift Addreſs ' appeaſe the King. 
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Perſuaſion from thy Lips ſhall ha ve ſtrange Force, | 
And teach him, what no Foe e er gave him, Fear. 

Ant. I am inſtructed. See, the Conqueror comes, 

1 80 n as when clad in Arms. 


E ner Philotas, with bis „ 


Phil. How comes it, Sir, the Order which Lleft 
At my Departure, has not been obſerv'd ? 

Stew. Let it not ſeem Preſumption, in his Servant, 
To tell my Lord, that his exhauſted Stores, 
By noble Largelſes, and Bounties drain'd, 
Cou'd not ſupply the Sum his generous Heart 
Deſign'd Alcande. 

Phil. ———— My extunſied Stores ! 
What if they could not furniſh forth the Sum ? 


Have not I Jewels, Plate, the Spoils of War ! — 


Go, fell 'em quick, diſpatch, and make him eaſy. 
Shall Cer the gallant Man, whom I call Friend, 
Pine with Diſtreſs, which I have Power to cure ? 
Now, by yon Heaven, it is the utmoſt Joy 
My Soul can know, to cheer afflicted Virtue : 
Nor, like Craterus, to diſpence my Treaſure 
On baſe, on proſtitute, abandon'd Slaves; 
Whoſe abje& Services engage his Favour, 
_ do the Drudgery, which a brave Man ſcorns. 
I too long defer that gentler Bliſs, 

Wide thou, Antigona, alone can'ſt give. 
Thus let me ſtrain thee to my Breaſt, my Charmer; 
Oh! thou ſoft Excellence! If ſtill the Toil, _ 
And glorioys Hazard of the dreadful Field, 
Be thus rewarded, Victory is cheap. 
Caſſander too. Let me embrace | my Friend ? 3 

Ant. Now, by the Tranſports i in my thrilling Veins, -- 
My throbbing Heart, that leaps with Joy to meet thee, 


| "OP welcome to theſe Arms. Ah ! my lov'd Lord, 


B 3 | Cou'd 


Cou'd you conceive the Fears your Abſence gave, 
The kind Suggeſtions of our Female Sofineſs, 
Whilſ every finging Dart, each brandiſh'd 4 * 
Imagination Jevell'd at your Breaſt:: 
Tou, from that Thought, Ka gue my preſent Rap. 

8 

P til. This is indeed to conquer, this to triumph: 
The Sweets of Victory are in thy Arms: 5 
That J have gain'd, and theſe I will enjoy. 
Prepare a Banquet; coſtly let it be, 
And in Magnificence beſpeak my Mind. 
Whate'er the Eft of Delicacy yields, TY 
1s in my preſent Spoils. Let the Commanders, 
Worthy Companions in the well-fought Field, 
Be fummon'd to partake. * The cheerful Goblet 
Shall raiſe our Souls, while with a decent Pride, 
Conſcious we'll boaſt the Dangers we have known; 
And War's great Toils ſhall be the ee, 7 1 
O my Antigona, how impatient Love 0 15 
Invites me to the long untaſted Joy f 

Caf}. Much J con'd wiſh you wou'd attend the King: 


| To him your firſt Reſpetts, and humble Tender 


Of Duty beſt were paid. 

Ant. — indeed "twere well. | 
Phil. Your Counſel, beſt 0d N 8 is + Lind, but 

needleſs. «+ | | 

Let others more officious, be the Herald: + 

Let 'em with fulſome Flatteries urge his Nats 0 

And Genius conquer for him in his Abſence. 

My honeſt Words might but offend his Pride, 

Aſſuming Conqueſt where he had no Share. 

For thus tis ever with that proud young Man, 

Who, all Oerweäning, thinks the World was wide 

For him alone, and we at beſt his Vaſals, 


Caf, 


Rap. 


ut 
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| Caff. Let's yet remember he's our King, Te + 


A moſt munificent and royal Maſter. 
Who knows in Victory no other End Ro 
But vaſt Renown, and to reward his Soldiers : . 


| To naiſe the Proſtrate ſtill his chief Delight; 


To quell Oppoſers, his great Sous Ambition. 
Yet can I ſee, as clear as thou, his Pride ; 
Or let me call it by a gentler Name, 
A Vanity, the conquer'd World has given. | 
Phil. Give it what Name thou wilt, tis monſtrow 
F olly ; 3 TY 


| Nor can himſelf believe what he affects. 
I ſmile, indeed, when I behold theſe Peri ans, 


Efteminate and humble Slaves, adore, 

With bended Knee, his Riſing like the Sun's; 

And hail him God, becauſe he conquer'd Oe. 

Bud ay hen I ſee our Macedonian Chiefs, =» 2 

Whoſe Toil and Blood won him this mighty Emi, 5 

Approach his Perſon in like ſervile Poſtures, | 151 

And humbly ſue to kiſs his ſacred Robe, 

I loſe all Patience; my big ſwelling Heart 

Beats thick, and Indignation fires my Breaſt. 

Whom of us all, my Friend, has he out- ſtrippd 

In Virtue's Race, or the Purſuit of Honour ? 

'Tis we have rais d this Mortal to the Skies, 

Where now the vain and empty Stripling lits, 

This boaſted Son of Ammon fits enthron'd. 
Ant. Alas | My Lord, too long your Friend declines 

To tell what grates his Soul; unwelcome News: 

But leaves to me, howe'er unfit, that Office. 

By all the paſt Endearments of our Love, 

By thoſe to come, if ſach'there be in Store, 

I now conjure thee, haſte, and find the King 3 ; 

Confront thy Foes, and vindicate thy Truths 


B4 | Phil. 


« > Hoa 
r 
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P Phul, Foes, and my Truth! 5 What means Ya Lore, 
Caſſander ? e 
The firſt I flight, the latter GAY no eee 
' Caf]. Vet is her Caution juſt: Nor, oh, 3 
To much on Innocence, or conſcious Honour; 
Virtues of ſmall Significance in Courts, ; 
Wheneer our ſubtle Foes deviſe our Fall, 
Experience ſhews how little theſe avail us. 1 925 
Our Valour, Bounties, are miſconftru'd Crimes; 
And our beſt Virtues turn'd to aid our Ruin. 
Hence, as I think, thou ow'ſt thy new-chang'd Fortune, 
For, oh! my F * this Morn, the King's Diſplea- 
ſure | 
Stripp'd thee of all *: Poſts of kiek Command, 
Declar'd now vacant by the Royal Mandate. 
| Phil. Are all my Services then come to this ? 
Is thus Parmenio in his Sons rewarded ? 3 
His lay d Meanor, yet a a recent Shade, | 
The wretched Sire deplores; and now PEi/atas, 
Diſgracd, becomes his ampler Cauſe of Sorrow. 
Did he for this, from Macedom's ſtrait Bounds, 
Firſt mark this Alexanders Way to Empire, | 
» O'er the wide Eaſt 9 Rear d this high Structure up, : 
Where now he treads, and ſcornfully looks down 
On Ads King, his tributary Vaſlals ! 1 
Without his Aid much has Parmenio done, 
Parmenio abſent, Alexander nothing. 
Cage. Contain thyſelf, Philetas ; ſuch wild Words 
| Have given thy Coward Foes the Power to harm thee. 
Excuſe this Freedom in thy Friend ; yet think, 
To them my Tongue Kill knows another I 
Ant. You ſtand unmow'd: Oh! where ſhall I find 
Words ? 
Jo reach thy Soul, and bend this Adern views: 3 0 
| hoe: riſing at thy i injur'd Fame. 


* . 
* 


N * * | | 
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Shall then Antigona in vain implore 
Thy, wonted Tenderneſs? with Tears lament 
The Lok of Power, ſhe once had in thy Heart? 
(Of thou art much forſworn) and ſighing cry, 
Thy firſt Refuſal was to fave Philotas? 

Phil. To fave Philotas! I defy their Malice, 
Their falſe Suggeſtions, Impotence of Slander. | 
Even my Return ſhall diſſipate the Vapour, 

Theſe Exhalations, that would cloud my . 
When Alexander, undeceiv d, ſhall own, | 
.. Not Words, but Actions, beſt approve our Truth. 


ea- 


—— 


. 
_— 
RS Os rr — 
n — ů ˙ — 


Wen ²˙wmiᷣm ᷑?ĩ?⁊i 


E P 


ove, 


© : 

_ 
U 

. U 

il 

i 

» 

hd 


oy nter an Attendant.” 


Att. A Meſſenger from Clitus craves admittance. 
Phil. Let him en 


Enter Meſſenger: 


No, Friend. 
Me "Mo. - = — Moſt noble Lord, 
My Maſter bid me fay, he waits to greet thee 
At his own Tent : Matters of high Area 
Require i it ſhould be there. 5 
Phil. — _ el him I come. | 
U cit. . 


Thus far, . to 2 kind Fears 

I yield Obedience, and ſuſpend my Tranſports! 

A Taſk which Love and Abſence ill can brook. 

Your Preſence, Friend, I hops ſhall grace my Banquet. 
I | [Excunt 
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Nate Cratinis. 


When what they hope, or fear, yet waits th' Event ? 
Hope, as the Morn in May, with vernal Sweets, 
And opening Buds, preſents a pleaſing Proſpect. 
While, like a ſudden Froſt, ſucceeding Fear 
Saddens the Landſkip, and corrects thoſe Joys. 
Such is my preſent State; for tho” the King, 

At our laſt Summons ſeem'd e en to my With 
Determin'd ſtrong, and fix'd in his Reſentment ; 


 New-wrought, I fear, by C/izzs, holds his Ear. 
So much I dread the Tye of Kindred Blood, 
And Female Rhetrick of Ran Tem. 1 
Of this I muſt £0 learn. | 


kur Ceballinus. 


— — —What ill-tim'd Suitor 
Approaches now t impeach my needful hafte ? 
In a bad Hour he comes, his Anſwer ſhort. 
Yet in Humanity, I deem it better, 

However rare that Practice reigns in Courts, 
At once to give each Suit its fair Repulſe; - - 
& Than with delufive Hopes to lead Men on, 
In vain Expectance of What neer ſhall happen. 
. My Lord, I come - 


? 


= I cannot now he long from Alexander. 


Crat. How various are the ene Stelen ast 


Yet is it all Suſpence, now that Cle... 


1 — 8 — I pray thee Friend be brief, 


A 1 b * 
* * 1 
IJ , f — 
PHIL OTA S. 
N 3 Ss Sy : . * 4 
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C:b. Nor he be long with us, unleſs you hear : 


For know, the News I bring concerns his Life. 
'Mongft thoſe deputed for the late Incurſion, 
Commanded by Philitas, went one Dymnus, 
Of low Eſtate, but yet of high-flown Paſſions. 


This Man, affecting much a Youth, my Brother, 


Nicomachus his Name, even on their March 


Into a Temple took him. There, by Friendſhip, 


And by the facred Godhead of the Place, 


Swore kim to Secrecy; and then reveal'd 
A Plot of execrable, blackeſt Purport: 
How, e er three Suns ſhou'd ſee them back 8 


By a 


Whom then he nam 


curs d Faction of complotted Nobles, 
d, che King ſhould be aſlaſlin'd. 
Struck with Amaze, but cautious made by Fear, 


His Loyal Zeal Nicomachus diſſembled : 
But ſoon as parted, poſting to Philotas, - _ 


Inſtant unboſom xs hs dad Bcc: Kits: 


Who ſeem' d to light it, chid him from his Preſence, 
Severely check'd, and calld him wanton Trifler. 
Crat. Ha! ſay'ſt thou Friend! Of this he never ſent, © 
The leaſt Report: Can'ft thou atteſt thy Story? a 
Ceb. My Lord, the Youth, now in my Tent TART; 
Waits my Return, and with his Life ſhall vouch it. 
Crat Upon thy Life, to none impart the Secret: 
| Retire thee ſtrait, and keep thy Brother cloſe. |, 
PI! to the King and Inſtantly report 


Each Circumſtance of this thy horrid Tale; 1 . 


This foul Conſpiracy againſt his Life.” 


That Life preſerv'd, ſhall raiſe thee to his Favour 3. 3 4 


That Favour to high Honour; and thy Country, 20 


With full Conſent, ſhall bleſs the pious Name 


Of kT whe fav'd theirs and the World's great Lord. 


Now IF my 7 Soul indulge the ey. 
B 6 


Ar Gb. 


35 HIT LO TAS. 
The ſolid Joy which Politicians know, 
When on ſome Patriot Fool they wreak their Vengeance 
The witleſs Hero, full of Noiſe and Honour, | 
Safe in his Indolence and conſcious Virtue, / 


Encompaſs'd by the wary Stateſman's Toils, 
Falls the ſure Vicum to his Rage rates 


A . when ſome Ger bis aread Length extends, | 
Safe in the Brake,” and his ſcal'd Curls unbends 3; 
Jove's watchful Bird down from kis Height of Skies, 2 
Impetuous ſtonp, then gripes ſecures the Prixe; 
Vain is Reftance now, nor aught avail 

 TheCreft erected high, and wreathing Tail; 

His ſtrongribd Sides the Viftor-Eagle goars, | 
And tears him re as "A he foars. Os 


5 
7 
&? 


e Py 2 2. 


eee 0 15 UI. 
8. 0 EN E, Before Clitay * Tun. 
- Enter Clitus and Philotas, with, a Letter. 


3 Clius. 4 | 
n OUR Father's Hand, peruſe and weigh Sub 
Re itt well. 7 An 
&S Phil. What means Parmenio, when he 4 
T3 counſels thus ? art aA | 
. * 24 e thyſelf leſs, my Son. How, b Do 
inn : 378 Th 
"How: can that be 3 Muſt I then ſtoop my Soul; 0 No 
From her high Flight, where Faulcon-like ſhe ſoar'd, Pa 


And underſet my Heart beneath my Hopes? Buy 


ance. 


xit. 


Parmenio, whoſe great Aim was ſtill his Country 


P er 


Nor vainly ſhall T ſay, beneath my Merit? 
Shall I forego th Advantage gain d in are 
So hardly purchasd with my Blood in War?? 
Shall I degrade th* Opinion of the Soldier, 
The Witneſſes aud Partners of my Toilss 
And, like a Daſtard, putting off my Honours, 
Give Men to think they were not my juſt bene 10 
Is there a Medium ? Is there any Station ark 
For fuch as me, between their Power and Ruin? 85 

Clit. Wide from the Mark, young Man. Vour Pater 

means not, | 

That you ſhould yield Precedatny of Place: 
But, filling well the Poſts thy Merit claims, 
Behave thee like the Son of good Parmenio. '  - 


87 


His Maſter's Glory, and encreaſing Empire. 
Who, wiſely ſhunning popular Applauſe 
Vain airy Breath, ne' er gave his Foes or Prince, 
The Grounds for baſe Aſperſion or Miſtruſt. 
Phil. And what juſt Grounds have J for either given? 
Clit. None from thy Heart, I think; but in een 
Many, too many; which I grieve to hear. FJ 


— 


Forbear thy braggard Speeches, and n E 
Thy numerous, vain Dependencies; pony eee Be 


Thy nightly Banquets, and outragious Riotz 

Tear from thy Breaſt the Proſtitute reigns there z 

Subdue thy Paſſions, thoſe inteſtine Fes: = 5 5 A 

A nobler Conqueſt than what now thou bring ſt. 

Phil. My __ Her beats 1 0 and will hrs | 
Vent. 4 11 195 


Do thou Werl of Words, e By 0 


This Peeviſhneſs of Age, and froward Tan da sin 
Nor think, old Man, from any other Tongue, 


Parmeniò s ſelf excepted, I wou'd bear it. 


But to be co What popular Dependance 
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birt cott Shall L ſhake of the Zeal 
Of ſuch as follow out of Love my . 7 
Clit. Fondly advanc d, without 1 true 1 
It is not you they follow; but your Fortunes. 
Thy liberal Heart, thy noble Soul, \Philtas, | 
Thy plain and open Nature ſees Mankind 
But in Appearances, not vrhat they are. 
In Virtue we may err; and Bounty's be 
When ill conferf'd, is Prodigality. 
Akcdnder ; the late Inſtance of thy Goddneks, . 
Ought to be faithful: ſuch, I truſt, he'll prove 
Shou'd he be falſe, how ſhalt thou deem the reſt, 
But Villains well conceabd, thy Summer Swallows ? 
Pbil. I cannot think ſo, who from ſtrongeſt FRO. 
Have Warrant to believe their welktry'd Faith. 
Clit. Proofs in Proſperity ! I {mile to hear thet : pf. 
Is the hard Hand of dire Calamity, _  * | 
Vet known to preſs thee! Has thy Maſter's Favour, 
Now firſt withdrawn, yet damp'd their ardent Zeal ? 
Or given a decent Leiſure to retire? 


Whencer this happens, that, be ſure, attends thee. . - 


Phil. It cannot be; ſo firmly are they mine; 
Ty'd down by Bounties, Offices of Love, 
| And Motives that maſt bind the grateful Heart, 
Clit. The Power to give creates us oft our Foes ; 
Where many ſeek for Favour, few can find it; 
Each thinks he merits all that he can aſk ; 
And, diſappointed, wonders at Repulſe ; : 
Wonders a While, and then fits down in Hate. 
Pil. Such in the Groſs is Man, a 


But of my Followers few, I think; are ſu ec. 
Virtue and Worth ſtill have I ſtrove to findz 
When found, have foſter d with the tend'reſt Cant's: $:i3 © 


bs: ſheer yg Geet enge 


Clit. 
"Ts not 
He that 
To Len 
Patient 

Phil. 
Theſe a 
Bat fro 
For Ar 

_ Cht. 


Thy fi 
And t! 
Might 
Where 
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DANO T AAA 39 
Chi. Alas; Pbilias, weak are ſtill thy N e. 
"Tis not alone in Friendſhip: we are ſaſ e: ah 
He that in Courts wou'd thrive; and Life extend 
To Length of Pays, muſt bow his Neck to wee, 
Patient and pleas d, and thank his kind Oppreſſor. 
Phil. Then ſhort ſhall be my life. On theſe Conditions, 
Theſe abject Terms, what generous Soul would keep it; 
But from thy Eips ſuck Sentiments furprize eee 
For Arts like theſe, ſure, made not Clitus great... ' 
Cut. Moſt true, young II «tara 0 hy Warnch of 
„ fv 
Thy fiery Temper, ſuit not in theſe Counts: 
And this thy late Diſgrace, the King's Diſpleaſure, : 
Might well inſtruct thee in the bitter Leſſon. 41261 
| Where were thy Followers then, and where their Zeald 7 
Not one of all durſt ſtem the angry n 
The Flood that fwell'd in Mexander's Rage. 
Thy Foes were preſent ; nor, like them, ſtood Sos! 
I pleaded, but in vain; and but for one, 
| One greatly injur'd too, thou wer't undone. 
Phil. Injur'd by me! Give me to ſee his Face: 1 
My conſcious Soul knows not by thy Deſcription | bid 
This ſeeret Friend: For no Man have I wrong d. 
And to that Proof I challenge my work-Bor: 1 
Clit. Tis not, perhaps, a Man. n Clins, | 
| Phil. Ha, fay'ſt thou - fl 
| What can he mean? 7. 


: Ra amar Clitus with Clear. 1 ha 24 
By Here Ko cb n he's 2155 u ict 
The Perſon, who on Earth may moſt accuſe 1 „ 


1 wrote rey to forbid your coming; {qual 
Cleora, tis not well that you are here. Wy 


* 


Ct. 3 tis not well that ſhe i is here. « 


1 D L 7 46. 
: Are you Man, or cold and ſenſeleſs Marble? 
Has Motion left your Limbs, or have you loſt 
All Senſe of Love, of Gratitude and Honour "A 


Cles. The Time has been, Pbiluas would have tough, 


His Feet too ſlow, and wiſt'd for Wings ta bear him: 
His burning Eyes had ſhot a diſtant Kiſs; 
His eager Arms enfolded me in Thought: 


Were is that Ardour now 2 Where, whers the Trans 


'The'foft Cireſits, 5 9 5 5 Joys 99070 fle 
The ſparkling Love that revell'd o'er thy Face, 
Whene er Cleora met thee from the Field, 
And each ſhort Abſence made thee but more kind 1 
Such were thoſe happy Days; and ſure, I think, 


| J Falſe as thou art, thou didſt not then diſſemble. Wy : 


Accurſt Fruition ! moſt enchanting Ill! 
Thou good ſublime in Proſpect, pleaſing Ruin 7 
Deſtructive of thyſelf, and Woman's Peace 


13 wherefore, partial Nature, didſt thou frame + 


Our Souls ſo different from perfidious Mans? 
P bil. Thou ſeeſt Cleora, J have patient Chl thee, 
And filent ſtood this Chain of long Reproach ; 


| This War of Tongue, this Din of un don Vine; | 


Tos ſure Attendant on the nuptial State, 
But ſince on Nature thou do ſt thus exclaim, 
| Man too may tax her of unequal Dealing, 
Oh! wherefore gave ſhe to thy Sex thoſe 5 
Which in her Infancy herſelf firſt wore? 
Blooming and ſweet delightful to each Senſe, 
Mild, calm and gentle, ſhe at firſt deſign'd you; 
But, in Miſtake, ſhe chanc'd to give you die, 
VUnhappy Gift entruſted to your Care,  _ 
Whoſe proper Uſe your Paſſions quite pervert. .. * 


* 


Cleo. Oh Inſolence! Would'ſt thou then have us «hls 


The Saves of Pleaſures, a meer brute Creation 4 


"Phi 


* 


PHILOTAS. 41 
Phil, I would not have you, what you make 7 "i 
Slaves to Caprice, and each vain idle Fancy; | K J 
Starting at Shadows, / frantic at a Cloud, "OSS 
Your Love itſelf, but others Superſtition. N de wi U 
Cleo. So, thou doſt welbm̃s to expoſe our wen 
Our ſofter Folly, Tenderneſs and Care: | 
Our Fears to loſe what is not worth our l 
Our Puniſhment, indeed, yet lovd Diſquiet: 
The righteous Judgment which the Gods, I think, 
Inflict on Woman to abate her Pride. 2 
Clit. Calm yourſelf, Princeſs, and reſtrain this Warnthz 
You know his Temper: Gentleneſs were better. af 
Cleo. Spare your Advice, my Lord: In Wrongs like mine 
Calmneſs were trifling, Gentleneſs were mean. 
| Gentle to him, who flights my injur'd Bed ! 
(A Bed that brings nor Infamy, nor Wrath) 
And with a Wanton proſtitutes his ame 
At once diſgraeing both himſelf and me.” 
But is it juſt, that I, who ſhare no Part 
Of theſe wild Joys, ſhou'd yet partake the Shame?” 11 
Unfair Concluſion! which the World ſtill draws; Ln 
Imputing to our Sex the wayward Temper, - | 
The Love of Change, Satiety of Man. 
Pil. Nor are you in that Accuſation injur dp 
Like mild and gracious Princes did you rulc/, 
Content and Bleflings wou'd attend your Reign; 
But when to Paſſions you give up your Reaſon, 
(The treacherous. Favourites of a female Tyrant) 
And fondly liſten to each light Surmize, 
To every trifling Rumour they ſhall er ae A 
Nature at once ſtarts up in Seif Defence; 
And ſcorns the'ſlaviſh Ty -of ſoch'Obelienee. FOE 3 
Cleo. Oh grant me Pence TW dame and Ru-. 
5 mour! HAR e e 
bil _— falſe Man, Anima! | Kieler 32004 5 on, 


ought, 
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„„ PHILOTAS. 
Does not that Name evince that Perfidy, 
And call the mantling Blood into thy Cheek? 
Pbil. What of Anigona / She were my Slave, 
If in that Sort I knew to treat thy en. 
But born 4 Princeſs, ſprung} from Perfia's Kings,” 
Her Rank alone (had not her Virtues pleaded, | 
| Her tender Tale of piteous Circumſtance, 
_ Deliver d with ſuch Elegance of Woe): 
Forbad to rate her as Wars common n 
But theſe conjoin'd, I ow'd it to myſelf 
To treat her as her Birth and Griefs damned; 3 
7 with Humanity aſſuage her Care. 
Cleo. Her Cares! Oh ſhameleſs Man! fee, dure, yy 
Does he not to my Face avow his Crime 7 
In the mean Subterfuge of Words inſult 
My injur'd Bed, and mock my lighted Chas di 
Oh *tis too much, too much, inhuman Wretch ! 
Clit. For Shame, my, Lord; by Heaven, I feel he Pais 
(Old as I am, and long diſus d to Lovez) ) 
Pains, that are only known to warmeſt Hearts: | 
O Jealouſy ! Thou moſt unnatural Offspring 
Of a too tender Parent! that in Exceſs - 
Of Fondneſs feeds thee, like the Pelican, 
But with her pureſt Blood; and in Return ö 
Thou tear ſt the Boſom whence thy Nurture flows. 
| Cleo. Come, come, my Fs your _ 17 * 
beide vun: 51) 
You wou'd, but canoe iu a Gln. 
Oh! cou d you but as eaſily repent, 
As the then bleſt Cleora cou'd forgive ; 
How wou'd ſhe triympk with exulting Joy 


"T's dure the comes not (be fo juſt 1 think i) * 
With ſharp Invectives to purſue your Fault: St 
Her only Aim, if poſlible, to win you . 


* whom you have much forgot | | Te SO 


FHILOQTAS. ag 
With me forgot———Who dare not * but man. 
Be but again Philuas, thou art mine. | 
Clit. Heat you all this, and ber je you nnd | 
Is it, becauſe that conſcious of her Wrongs  / | 
Thou deem'ſt, perhaps, ſhe cannot ſtoop to pardon ? 
Or, to return, were to conſeſs the Guiltt 
As Cowards oft are deſperate made by Fear, . 
And nothing wounds fo deep as our own Shame. 
Phil. Tos truly urg d; oh, what do I endure ! 
How do contending Paſſions tear my Breaſt, | 
At once aflſail'd on Nature's weakeft Side, 
With deep Remorſe, ſoft Pity, and fond. Love! 
Clit. Nature and Juſtice both with loud Acclaim, | 
Demand Obedience to their equal Laws; 
And with unerring Hand point out thy Choice. 
While deep Remorſe, if as you ought you felt 4 | 
| Wou'd quickly teach you to diſcard fond Love: 
Fond Love for her, who is your Honour's Bane. - 774 
Such is the gentle Phraſe- thy Folly gives it: 
But honeſt Truth will ſtile it foul and ſhameful. 
Cleo. Wherefore, Philotas, do I view thee thus 
Idly tormenting thy dear Breaſt, and mine? 
Oh! then, at length redeem yourſelf from Shame; 
Throw off the Chains of ignominious Thraldom. 3 _ - 
Break-thro' the Sorc'reſs Charms, that long have * mee 
A Stranger to theſe ever faithful Arm. 2101 5 
| Nor arduous is the Taſk, the Boon I beg: 
'Tis but to be reſoly'd, the Enchantment ceaſes. 
I ſee a kind of yielding in thy Eyes; Cent eres 
Oh! therefore hear me; ſor thy Good I court. 
Thy Peace, thy Liberty and Fame reſtor e. | 
Phil. Then thus reſtor'd, oh ! take me to thy Boom: nt 
There mould me as thou wilt; my foften'd Heart 
(Strike deep th' Impteſſion) ſhall receive thy Tongs 3 2912 
. Nez * „ CET tot 


ns! 


44 PHIL OTAS. 
Thy mighty Goodneſs has at laſt o'ercome, 
And ſhan!'d me to myſelf; my beſt Cora! 

Clio. Oh! found of Ecftacy, wrong Joy! 
Of all my Life'be this recorded Hour 1 
The brighteſt Point of Time, my bener egal i 
_ Þ Phil. Alas, Cleora, whither have I 22nd - 5] 
And firay'd a Wanton from thy tender Care! 

How has niy Far been deaf, nor known till noẽ- 
The gentle Voice that lures me home to Love 7 57 
To Love, to Conſtaney. and plighted Faith? 
Tis there, ye Gods, yave plac d our higheſt nls; 9937 
Seat of Content, aud calm Retreat from Care: 
Sweet Sofiner of paſt Toils, and preſent Anguiſ: 
There the kind Part ner of our Fates attends, | 
Or Grief to mitigate, /or heighten ß; 

And each Cora makes her Maſter happy. 
Forgive then my late Inſolence of Works, 

Vain Outrage on thy Sex, and empty kana, 5 
Be all forgot, as all ſhall he amended. 

Cleo. Thus my lov'd Lord, thus let Chess 8 
Words I have none to ſpeak the mighty ene 5 
The Joy, which riſing Fears would fain forbid. 

- Phil; Oh! baniſh from thy Breaſt Diſtruſt and Care; | 
Be this, and this my Bledge of endleſs Love. 
Cui. See, J partake your Tranſport.” Let r Tears 
The Gratulation of an old Man's or,, 
(Tho ſilent, ſtrong; unmanly, yet in 5 | 

Atteſt the Truth, and evidence the Pleaſure : 
Pleaſure I know, to ſee this happy Change. 

But Alexander now ſhould be attended; 

' Pleas d with the News, he'll ſmile en on thee; - 
Clara and myſelf ſhall wait thee to him. 

Phil. Let me not ſeem, old Man, wat thoſe Aids, 
Singly Pllgo, with Innocence to friendz: 
My ſole Companion, ſureſt Interceſſor. 1 


That 


Thy Mediation and his Royal Wesen 5: 03 ns 


. To Clitus' Tent again retire} Cleurasszʒz | 
At my. Return, with Pride * own receives thee. (Bren. 
. and Arſaces N ; 0 
Þ Au. Speed thee, and Tarts what more thou may'it 
Yet flays;/ {FOE 45. 6:04 ONUS VOY? 
Death to my Hopes, int! is it tl behold! wall EN eb] 
Oh! follow, - Artaban; call hither Clitus; 0 3 48 111 
day, I've a Suit to him; ſay any thing. bots 
| Arſ. This may go Well, if I divine th Event. {Exit 
Ant. It maſt, it can be only ſhe ; that Air ha: 
Of conſcious Virtue, (injur'd too, ſhell 'fay)- 7 
The proud Demeanour which theſe Grerians babe L 
Severity of Charme, and awful Beauty, l SEAT 
Beyond her Country's: Dreſs, denote MY omebasT 20 
” I fear, Antigona, thou art undone. Ly 500 wb 
1 Yet wherefore ſhould I fear? Full ok Philitas 1 ft Bo & 5 
Has on my ſwelling Boſom fwore, how much 5 
The Perſian Soft neſs more adorn d our Sex; r 27 
Gave Sweets to Love, and more endear'd its 1 
But Men are falſe; then this may be Diſguiſe, 10 
Meer Artifice, perhape, and Semblance allchß!n ol 
| But fee him N Lhe n — ag 5 ol on 
Re-enter Clitus 9 1 . Arfices goes ut. 
Clit. What wou'd. the fair Antigana with me? 2 
Ant. Fair to no purpoſe, Lord, but her Undoing: we : 
Such is the fatal Growth of hapleſs Beauty! ! 0 0 
| In her ſoft Springs ſh puts forth tender Buds, 2) 
y And blooming F lowets, which the Sun's genial Warmth. 
| Calls ſorch to Fruit, and ripens to high Taſte: 7 i oval 
When comes the Savage, the Deſpoiler, Man. 
at Wich Hand rapacious zavages the Boughs, F dite 15 


N * 
A 4 / v ; , . - Then 
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Then leaves her naked, ſtript of all her Honours, 
J came to ſeek Philatas; but he flies me: 
1 ſee, perhaps, the Cauſe, and ſee my Ruin. 1 
Cit. He neither fled; nor ſaw'thee; but was led 
By Juſtice, Honour, and ſtrong Nature's Call. 
I in not flatter thee ; thy Reign is paſt: © 
The magie Spells, in which thy Beauty held him, 3. 
Now vaniſht, like a Morning Dream, in Air, 
His Wife, hear that, a virtuous Dame, demands 
Her Right uſurpd, and now enjoys the Claim. 
An. A Right, at heſt, of Form and dating Caſtor: | 
Built on Diſtruſt, and fervile Superſtitions. 
She but, perchance, receivd him to her Arms, 
Conſtrain d, a Victim to deſigning Parents 
The Pledge of future Views, and growing Friendſbip : 
While Pride, meme more than _ ns: 
Not ſuch my Flame: Tho Cite, yet nt fan, 
By ſoft Perfuaſions won, by pleaded Love, 7 
I loyd in turn, and yielded to my Run. 
- Yet call Philotas; Pe of weight to tell him. 
Clit. He's not within my Cull; nor en thou hare 
Of weight to tell him. This is Artifice ; 19] 
The laſt poor Shift of thy deſponding Paten: 
Strong Jealouſy peers thro the thin Diſguiſe; 10 85 
6 1 * f ear of loſing him, this weighty Care. 
Air. By Orofmades, no.” A kinder Ft * 
The Fear of loſing him another Way, ,, 
More fatal to himſelf, has drawn me lber 


Nor knew I of Clbura From the King 1 


(So did they ſay, and ſhewid the Royal RN 
Some Men of ſullen Port, and ſtern Behaviour, 

Have been to ſcaruh his Fent, and him not 19 

Muttering they threatan'd, and in haſte reti d. 


Fan en e 485 AY 
Wy | 92 


Clit. Sent from the King, and of eee 5 

What After game is now his Malice playing! + 

The precious Moments muſt be well employ'd. 

Retire, Antigona 3 this tender Care 6 

Almoſt perſuades me to forgive thy Faults, _ 

Avoid the Place, for, lo! Cl/zra comes 1} 

| think to ſeek me; but I now muſt ſhun el „ N 

Retire, I ſay, nor meet an injur d Wifſ.. EA. 
Ant. Were the the Wife. of Fove, I'd not avoid _ 

She too, perhaps, may well deſerve that Winans: AT: 


N 4 
+ 4 


re boſom Plague and Jun of Plies, i e 
15 Enter Cleces; 

7 thank thee, Fate; a nearer View has eas d ne, 

While Diſtance only aggrandiz d the Fear. 


* 


Cleo. Ha! who art thou, that traverſing the How 
Survey'ſt.me thus around, with Eagle- Eyes: 
Eyes that would ſeem to pierce, and look me 3 
Ant. Thou know ſt me not 3 how diflrenc are we form'd? 
At thy firſt fight a deadly Damp o'erſpread 
My Limbs, the Blood run ſhuddering thro' my Veins, 
Fratter'd my conſcious Heart, my Pulſe, beat flow, 
ve And firong Antipathy declar'd my Riral. 


Cleo. And art thou the? Oh wherefore: ſhould I doubt it? 


That Scorn of Shame, which Poſtitutes put e 
Inur'd to Sin, and harden'd to Diſgrace, + 1] 
Diſplays the Wanton in moſt lively Crowes, 3509 

But let me now behold thee, in my turn 

Like a Magician's Book, I will Fuße 1 5 ll 
. bellih Charme, and read em Oer with Horror. 


Ant. Do, look thy fill, and burſt thyſelf. with Sri * | 


Pauls thoſe. helliſh Charms, then curſe thy Stars, 
And niggard Gods, who gave them not to thee. * 
Cleo. I would not be the Miſtreſs of ſuch . 4 


Mark out for Sale, they, ſpeak their Purchaſe cheap. 
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"4 A Wite deſerted; and for me delfpigd, i 22. cl 0 


Au. I ſcorn che Slander; and thy little Malice 3 


Not ſo Philetas found : The Conqueſt colt him 


{Or Purchaſe, if thou wilt) a nobler Price: 10 * 
Of Pains, of Tears, of Oaths, and endleſs Train. 
But would'ſt thou know] what moſt endear d him to me, 
It was the Saeriſice he made of the. | 
Was BEE ſole Bribe cou d win a Perfan Princeſß. 

Clio. Boaſt not the Lineage; z- was not Semtirantis 
The — thy Race and Empire too, 11 
Herſelf a Proſtitute, ineeſtudus Wanton! 
Vet learn from me, tis not Deſcent of oo 
But Virtue that alone ennobles Woman. 

Ant. How oft that Virtue, which ſome Women boaſt, 
And pride themſelves in, but an empty Name!” 1 
"I o real Good, in Thought alone poſſeſsd. 

- Safe in the Want of Charms, the homely Pane, | 
+ Sackila dag the ſeducing Arts off Man, © 
Deceives herſelf; and thinks ſhe's paſſing chalte: 5k - 
Wonders how others &er could fall, 'yet When 

- She talks moſt loud about the noiſy N othing, 
Look on her Face, and there you jead her Virtue. 

Cleo. I do not wonder at theſe mean Reflections; 
Virtue, be ſure; is odious in thy Eyes: 1% Bat 
As what we cannot practiſe, We condemn. 

But I no longer will hold: Converſe with bee. 

Vet, in compaſſion to thy Rank and Sex, 6 

Til beg my Lord to grant thy: inſtant n "5 

* hy Wealth, his Spoils, teftor'd thee, with Enereaſe. 
Am. I thank thy Bounty, thou doſt well to part us. 


The Step were prudent, and becomes thy Caution. 


Civ. Vain Inſolence! To ſhew how I contemnm 
Thy boaſted Charms, I Will entreat Philotas as... 
Himſelf to be the Meſſenger of this: r 


NP I * ſend him to thee. 3 
For 


PEI ZE O 7 4 8. | - 1 
For howfoe'er the Libertine may rove, ' F}f 
And frontleſs tread the Rounds of guilty Love; 5 | 
In the ſoft Rage of Joys without Controul, 
Secret Remorſe ſhall once reproach his Soul. 
me, When fated in the lawleſs Wanton's Arms, | 
: He weighs with cooler 'Thoughts her Syren-Charms; 7 
Wabed from his Dream, now wonders at the Art, WE 
The ſpecious Shews ſeduc'd his eaſy Heart. 85 
Convinc'd at length, he this great Truth hall own, bas. "3b 
Pleaſures ſincere chaſte Hymen gives alone ; n 5 
While far away the Proſtitute is thrown. . [Exit 
Ant. Oh! Arrogance of proud o er-weening Virue, 
That draws a Picture from che flatt ring Glaſs 
beaſt, Of ſelfallow'd. Opinion! et, perhaps, 
4 She may fay true, then what a Wretch am 1? 
Ts what a | Qbcumſtance has Folly 2151 me? 


74 


6 wer Arſicen 


But Artaban a What News, my Friend ? - 
Arſ. As I went hence, a Fellow-captive-met me, | © 
One'of thy Train ; in ſearch of thee-he came. 
Philotas Orders are, you quit his Tent. | 
All thy rich Furniture is thence remoy wd, 
Thyſelf, and us aflign'd another Quarter. | 
Ant. Then am I loſt indeed. Perfidious Traytor! 
Monſter of Falſhood, moſt gigantic Villain! ; 
Racks, Poiſon, Daggers! Oh! I cou'd tear my Heart, 
: My fooliſh Heart, that liſten d to his Vows. 
. Ye righteous Gods, if Perfidy you hate, 
as. Send down your ſwifteſt Vengeance on his Head, 
"IN On hers, on mine, cruſh'd in.one common Ruin, 
Arſ. It works, as cou'd wiſhe—— Vengeance i is ſtill 
In thy own reach. 
Ant. 


- How, where! Inſtruct me quick, | 
Point out the Means, and caſe my tortur'd Breaſt. 
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48 PRELOTAS. 
Arſ. Philotas and Caſſauder both. are ſeiz dns 
For Plots, tis faid, gainſt Aren, en 7 babe I 
7 thou Paccuſe him. N 
1 ——— — Hal. Alas, 88 
Of nought can I implead, but ſcoffing Words. 
Al. Thoſe fairly gloſs'd, and ſet in proper Light, 
Will, from thy Tongue, have fatal Force to ſink him. 
Au. Thoughtof Revenge.ſa baſe, Strikes ſome Remote 
Arſ. Remorle for him, who has it not for thee! 
Think on thy Rival, ſhall ſhe te Remorſe? 
(An. Tis juſtly urg d, the Thought of her-o'excomes : 
Again my; Breaſt, with ſtrong. Reſentment burns. 
- Inſpire me, great Revenge, ta EIN INES 
mT That no Appearance of Deſign be ſeen 
= Haſte to Cratzru, às a Slave inform Maire 4} 167 
I Thy Miſtreß might, perhaps, clear up the Plot: 
= Throw 't in his way to force Detection from me: 
= This ſhall have good Effect. The ſpecious Truth, 
_.. That ſeems extorted, . ſhall. have double e 
u cannot. fail: Ty fea. me on dhe Thought. 


0 
A 


_ And while 7 RES ta mate more ſure the. Blr, N 
- Ae, proceeds with cautions Steps, and "flow ;. 

BE”. From tardy Time, that may my Hopes aeſtr 05 | 
= . 1 9 the . and. * umi nate my 1. 
ö = | 0 = 7 ben, 


e 


| And drive the fwelling Billows.on to Shore, 


Adelegated Captain thus beſpoke me. 5 


8 EN E, lere the 2 baue. 
"Perdiceas and Lyfimachus Jeet. 


If machus. 


YH Y was Perdiccas abſent from the Coun: 
„ ci, 

A Council call'd on ſuch 3 Cauſe. 

No leſs than Alexander's Life the Subject? 

Where, as our Macedonian Laws require, 

Himſelf preſided, on the dread Tribunal. 


Their fav'rite Minion, nay, almoſt their Idol. 

And how they might behave on this Occalion, 

Was worthy our moſt wary, ſtrict Obſervance. .. 25 | 
I/ Tm not to learn, or wonder at this Fondnefs, .. 

For ſure, I think, he well deſerves it of them. 5 

And yet, I hope, Allegiance to their Maſter, 

Their glorious Prince, ſuppreſs d miſtaken Ardour.. __ ; 

Perd.” Haſt thou beheld, when firſt the Winds wiſe... 


Mantling with Foam, the Prelude of a Storm? 
Such was their low ring Look; when from the Ranks |. 


* Perdigias, you, may ſpare this needleſs „ "WM 
All here are Alexander's faithful Soldiers; 
* If that alledg d, be prov'd againſt Philotas,. 
Ve  piye him up'to Juſtice and the King: 
| C 2 


” © 


Perd. To watch thoſe Troops, Lyſmachus, my Charge, N [a Y | 
Which, their much-lov'd Philotas late commanded 3- J | = 


325 But let Craterus, and the reſt, dae 
If they, on raſh Surmize, accuſe our Chief.“ 


Then, with a frowning Brow, that ſcowl'd Defiance, 


Againſt his Target clank'd his brandiſh'd Sword. 


Lyſ. That Grecian lives not, who more ardent wiſhes 


To find him faithful, than do I, Perdiccas: 
So much I venerate his well-known Virtues. 


Perd. What moſt of Conſequence in Council paſt, | 


How urg d th' Accuſers, or he wav'd the Charge, 


I heard not; but, from thee, would gladly learn. 


Lys. Succinctly as I can, I ſhall obey. 
Nichanachus, produc'd t impeach Philotas, 
As Stifler of the Plot, fo dire in Purport, + 
Dymnus was call'd ; who firſt, in ſecrer . 


mas bis Friend reveal the dark Defgg: 


But he, or by Remorſe, or Phrenzy ſeiz'd, 


Struck to the Heart by his own deſperate Sena. 


Silent, and grim of Look, expir'd before us. 
Perd. Philotas well might joy in this Event. 


Ly/. His Looks or Bearing ſtill betray'd no Change. 


But he, with Aſpect clear, and Voice compos d, 
Challeng d th? accuſing Youth to fay, if Dymnus, 
As a Conſpirator, had mention'd him. 
(In this Caſander too, moſt warmly join'd.) 
Neither, reply'd the Youth ; but yet he faid, 
That ſome of higheſt Station next the King, _ 
And whom I leaſt ſurmiz'd, were of the Number. | 
But now came on the ſad, ſurprizing Scene, 
Which ſunk Phi/otas ; by Craterus uſher d, 
Who ſhew'd ſome Triumph in the hated Office, 
 Antigma approach'd, his Perſian Miſtreſs; 
Betray'd the Follies of his revel Hours; 
When with intemp'rate Goblets overwarm'd, 
And Vanity, yet more than Wine, enflaming, 
_ Toidle a he let looſe the Reins; *Y 3a 


 Vaunti 


les 


Vaunting his own Exploits above the Kings. 
Whoſe Title ſtill with him was That young Man * 


Perd. But this is only Circumſtance and Words. ö 


Ly Yet more ſhe added When he left che Cainp, * 
On his late Expedition, he embrac'd her, 
And cloſely ſtraining on her Boſom whiſper'd ; 
The Time may come, when thou, rem "ron 
Near, as thou wert, to great Darius Blood, 
Shalt bleſs the happy Hour that made thee mine; 
Shalt glory in thy kinder Stars, that rai#d thee 
To more exalted Honours in my Arms. 

Perd. What faid he then? | 


Lyſ. — —Nought, but, ungratefal Woman 1 


Tis now, Cleora, L behold thy Wrongs! 


Perd. The ſlight Regard ſhewn to th impart Tran 


I fear moE'h hurt him. 

I. — lle confeſs his Weakneſs; 
For ſo he e Concealment of the Plot) _ 
But urg d he gave no Credit to the Tale; 

Deem 1d it an idle, ill-concerted Fiction, 

The peeviſh Quarrel of two wanton Boys: 

Then, pleading ſtrong his Innocence and Truth, 
His well-try'd Faith, and Services in Arms, 
Left to the King his Cauſe, and wounded Fame. 

Perd. A more impartial Judge he could not with, 
When Crimes againſt his Perſon were the Charge. 


E The King, or was, or ſeem'd inclin'd to Favour 1 


"Twas then Craterus ſpoke, and with a Warmth, 


That well became a faithful Counſellor, 


Yet in a Foe profeſs'd were better ſpar d, 

Refuted all Philotas' vain Defence ; | ; 
With labour'd Rhet'rick, and malignant Reaſonings, 
Wreſted each Colour up to Proof of Guilt: 5 
And urg d, where Alexander's Life depended, 


A bare Suſpicion muſt be conſtru'd Treaſon. 
tt | $$ ef Sg 


PHILOTAS. by 


So in the King's Behalf, and general Safety, 

Required immediate Juſtice on the Traytor. 

. Clitus reply d, and in pathetick Terms, ; 

Worthy the good old Man, difſuaded Rigour. - 

Perd. Done like himſelf ; wen be Frend and pe 
Ly/. The King retir d; Hepheſtion laſt aroſe, 

Who, ſure, beſt knew his Maſter's inmoſt n 

And in his Name demanded preſent Judgment: 

'The Torture then propos'd : To which the Council | 

No one but Clilus offering to oppoſe) Pat aa 

Condemn'd Philtas, and Coſſander freed. gem 0 
Perd. Alas, unhappy Man ! I pity him: 

For all the Cruelties, within the Power- - 

Of Malice to invent, he's ſure to ber. 

But from the King's Parition lob kind grandes, 

Gods! how ſerene, how undiſturb'd his Look! 

Did Guilt yet ever wear ſo calm a Viſage ? 

Let us avoid; nor whom we can't zcquit, + off cl: 

And muſt not pity, fem r andy ne LO 


Enter Philotas, 8 Alcander, Guard... 

C/, Yet, yet, Philatas, yet a little farther 3 
Nay, do not think that I can ever leave thee. 

I will attend thee to this Place of Horror: 5 

There, tho my Eye. ſtritigs crack, behold chy Fains, 


Thy noble Suffering, and admire thy Virtu. Nou 
P Phill. Here muſt we part, my Friend 3 that were a Sight, Yet 
Not for Cafſander, but my deadlieſt Fe, = BL 
Crateras and Hepheſton ſhall indulge © A 
Their cruel Appetite, and Thirſt of Blood ze . Il. 
Yet ſhall they riſe unſated from the Feaſt: The 
What moſt their Rancour aim d at unattain'd. 24 P 
True to itſelf, my Soul, I truſt, ſhall: prove; | 1 
Threats and Perſuaſions, Whips, and Racks, * "rf Aba 
Shall loſe their Force : For could I think my Tongue, Ung 


"£00 


s 


nce. 


hro 


This vain Preſumption to be ftiPd Fooe's San; nk. 15 a 4 


The dangerdus Liberty of ſpeaking Truth. 85 = 


Hs: Bounty reſct'd from impendiug Ruin. aa 
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Tho Fear or Pain, ſhou'd Cer belie my Heart, | 


Up by the Roots I'd tear the unnatural TRY, 
And daſh the Coward quivering at my Feet. 
Ca If that. it were but to behold thee die, 

(How ſhall I ſpeak the Word) it were not hard, 

So well I know thy Conſtancy of Mind; | 

Thy Scorn of Death, and all its empty Terror 

'Tis what in Artns we have together ſought ; 

"Tis what I wiſh we had together found, 

Then, greatly falling, had I never known 

This dreadful Hour, and Extaſy of Pain. | 

Phil. Oh, had my Country's Cum but Pewird, 

And Macedoms ſtrict Laws my Sentenee ſpoke, 
O'erwhelm'd with Heaps of Stones (at once my be 

2 uncouth Monument) I then had lain; 

Which future Travellers, in my Fate inform d. 

Shou'd view with Reverence and religious Horror 3 ki . 

And, pitying, cry—Unhappy, injurd Man! 

For oh, ks certain, had T not oppb k! 

Theſe monſtrous Honour, theſe new Adorations, 


3 * . 
8 * a 


Had I put on Servility, and bow'd „ at £5 j 
My Knee, to idolize this upſtart God 3 _ „ » 
This Hour of Shame and Horror neer had bund me. 4 
Now muſt 1 fill a Victim to his Pride: N 

Yet ſhall I ſuffer in a glorious Cauſe, 


Alc. My Lord, my Lord, carb your licentious a He 
Ill timd and blamefpl; and recall your Temper. 
The Torture waits, twere better think on that. 
Phil. Sir, I am counſebd, and obey in Silence. 
Caf, Ha! who art thon? By Heaven, rs dy 5 


Abandond Caitif ! moſt unheard of Villain! 


Ungrateful Wretch, whom ſcarce an Hour is pelt, 


C 4 Py 


56% PHILOTA'S 
Ale. Whate er I owe to Lord Philotas / Bounty, © ' 


Still, as a faithful Servant to my King 


I muſt not hear his Royal Name. traduc d. ; 
Caf. Thou lyſt; Fidelity diſclaims thy. Service 


15 Fidelity and Gratitade are one. 


Two blended Virtues, which whoc'er 5 
Puzzles his Brains but with a vain Diſtinction. 
The Wretch, whom Gratitude once fails to bind, : 
To Truth or Honour let him lay no Claim; 
But ſtand confefs'd the Brute diſguis d in Man. 
And when we wow'd with utmoſt Deteſtation, 
Single ſome Monſter from the Traytor- Herd, 
- *Tis but to ſay, Ingratitude's his Crime. 
Phil. Oh Clitus ! fee thy Words how =o" TH 
The Power to give, creates us oft our Foes. 
Caf. Tm glad, howeer, it was thy Poſt to guard him; 
Since it betrays a moſt officious Vilkin.  _. 
Remember, Slave, and bluſh for this thy Province, 
If Senſe of Shame be left thee——Did he liſten 
Indulgent to thy Tale of petty Woes, 
And pour che Balm of Comfort on thy Heart ? 
And is qenb Ear ſo delicate now grown, 
In this moſt bitter, agonizing 7 7 BUTT 
Thou can ſt not, patient, hear his Heart's Unloading ? 
I ęybe purgings of a Soul, verprefe'd with cl 54 
3» 0 Oh, Villain, Villain! 4 5 \ 
SD © TON 8 
Waſte not in vain thy Breath; he does his Duty, 
Which his new Friend Craterus ſhall reward. 
Ca. Together may they find their juſt Reward! 
On this Side Hell, Contempt and Hate attend them! 
And when ſome ſudden, unexpected Death 
Shall ſeize them, meditating future Wrongs, 


A And plunge them headlong to thoſe dreary Plains, 


om Where their Brother Miſcreants howl in . . 
e 


* 


/ F 


Non 

The Shades of virtuous Heroes, as they paſs, 1 7 | 

Shall gaze aloof with Horror of their BaſeneG. | 
Phil. With thoſe bleſt Heroes be our better Lot. | 

With them moſt ſure I meet again Caſſanaer. 

Oreftes there with Pylades ſhall join; 

And all the ſhining Names for Friendſhip fam'd, 

To form our little, but illuſtrious Band. 


Enter a Meſſenger, who whiſpers the Oban. 


2 Again I muſt remind you of your Sentence, YELP L. 
Prepare, for I am blam'd for theſe Delays. _ „ 
Pͤ bil. Be patient, Sir, I now wah your Summons. k 
Farewel, Caſſander, farewel for ever 
For, oh! I think, the Gods have ſcarce bellow? d 
On frail Humanity the Power to bear 
The cruel Torments which my Foes deviſe, 
m; Yet tho my Strength fail in the mighty Trial, 
And ſickning Nature fink beneath their Load; 
In this howe'er be confident, no Pains 
No Rack, no Torture, ſhall extort one Accent 
From thy expiring Friend, to ſhame his Virtue. 
Now I'm prepar d 
Cas. = Vet ſtay thee, O Philatgs * 
Grant yet to me, if not thyſelf, ſhort Reſpite. 
Stay, till my bleeding Heart ſhall burſt before thee. . 
| Vet oh! that, as in Battle thou haſt been 
My great Defence, my Buckler in che Field, | 1 
When the fierce Foe had bore me down to Fank ; „ 
So now, in grateful Turn, I cou'd ariſe, = 
And ſnatch thee from thy Fate with mighty Arm. 98 
But oh ! that cannot be; and theſe on. Tears, .. 
This Woman idle, ineffectual Sorrow, N 
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Are all th* Aſſiſtance which thy F riend e can: WF b | © Bio | 4 1 
Thus the poor Mother of the tuneful Brood, : 9 
| Which ſome rapacious Peaſant 1 tears away, 


Y WAA hon 


en 
With feeble Cries flutters around the Neſt, 
In vain oppofing the Deſtroyers Hands. 


Phil. In vain, moſt fare; chen leave me to my Pate: Oh, 
For oh ! this Tenderneſs unmans my Breaſt, - Nor 
And ſhakes the Reſolution of my Soul. Ai Tm 
Keep it for poor C/eorn, ſhe ſhall want, | | And 
When I am gone, thy kindeſt, warmeſt Friendfhip : Ca 


Give it to her, and think it Paid to me. 
Cafſ. Haſt thou no more in Charge, for this is ; needleſs? 
| Methinks, the laſt thou ſhould'ſt enjoin thy Friend, 
Where to revenge thy moſt inhuman Wrongs. | 
And this, if now my Soul forebodes aright, 
Caſſander one Day ſhall exact with Joy, 
In ample Retribution to thy Shade. 
Alc. Be ſure, my Lord, your Words ſhall be r 
Caf. T heed thee not. Hye thee, and cell Crinteras, 
Phil. TIl think thee yet too generous to report L Ale. 
Thoſe Pangs of Grief, and Phrenzy of his Love. 
And, oh Caſſander, when Pm laid in Peace, [To Ga 
For thy dear Safety, much priz'd Life, I charge thee, 


Forget my Foes, and leave them to thee Gods. Gra 
Caf. How. has thy wondrous Goodneſs been abusd Vain 
"Can T forget the Pran Tins? — x” His L 
Phil. —— Her + | Thy 8 
She's but the Inſtrument of een Heaven, Be in! 
Who choſe to puniſh, in its darker Ways, To rid 
Claras Wrongs by her from whom they ſprung. I take 
Once more farewel. Cheer 
Ca. My Tears choke in my Wards 8 rg 
| Phil. No more pf this. Doubt not, thy Friend's prepard 1 
I "To meet his Fate, howeer array'd in Torture. e ſh, 
Thou God armipotent, tremendous Marr, * 
Behold on Earth thy humble Suppliant kneel. | o me 
= Mayes Bebo obeyed 1 | * 
N. Bs | Thy 


PHILOTAS. 

Thy glorious Toils, ſtill my ſublimeſt Joy: 

Oh, give thy Soldier now to face theſe Terrors, 

Nor wild Amazement wither his ſtrong Heart 

I'm heard the God propitious warms my Breaſt, 

And more than Fortitude inſpires my Soul.  [Exit. 
Cafſ. A Conſtancy like this, hoe er beheld ? © 

Yet ſure thy Torture ſhall IE it all. 


2 Enter G Antigctia, Gat: | 
| But down, my ſcrelling Spleen ; be ſtill, my Rage! 
Be calmn, my Soul; and oh keep in thy Fire: 
Reſtrain my Arm, that trembles for Revenge. 
Infernal Monſters ! Whither wou'd you paſs ? 
Go you to braye him in the cruel Scene ? 
| Or, like the.ravenous Vultures, n and he 
Wo -- Snuff up the noble Carnage from afar ?; 3 24 21 8 
57 I dare no longer-truſt my riſing Heart. 8 
T Then thank, oh ! thank his moſt unequaPd 9 «ill 
His laſt Commands, in which alone you're faſe. C 
Crat. Fear not, Antigens, tis Phrenzy all; 
Vein are his Threats, and impotent his Anger. 
His Life, if now I pleas d, were in my Hand. 
Thy Services have made à King thy Friend, 
Be in that Name ſecure. This Guard, however, 295. ©} 
To rid thee of all needleſs Fears, attends. - ID” 
I take my Leave; be not difmay'd, 1 57. ett DET 
Cheer up thy Soul; and beauteous as thou art. 
Hope to de happy ia a nebler Love—— . 


x 8 


6 I like her Beauties well 3 and could it be, 

T He ſhould ſurvive; to him twere cond Tort, 18 
(However now he may deteſt her Charm) AP 
Jo me malignant Pleaſure, to enjoy them. [het 


Ant. A nobler Love ? He came main hind. 
That were, indeed, prepoſterous Exchange. 
A nobler Love Oh where may that be found > 
C 6 A noble 


60 PHILOTA'S.. 
A nobler and another are Alike 3 1 1163} Ch t 
Alike, impoſſible for me to know: 

Since Nature's every Charm was "TH 3 Wa a 

The Joys, that Man could give, were in Philas: 2 
Theſe were his Crimes, and Excellence his Ruin. 

For, oh ! could IJ have born the mighty Loſs, 

With Patience ſeen him in a Rival's Arms; 

Had not my Paſſion ſwell d beyond ſoft Love, 

Had not my Fondneſs to Diſtraction riſen, | 
1 never ou d——Oh, let.me think no fucher 


Enter Clitus and Cleora. 
Cleora comes. Can J confront her now ! 
My Pride would have me ; yet ſucceſsful Guilt 
| Dares not behold the Havock it has made. [Exit attende. 
| Cleo. Talk not of Comfort, Lord; talk to the Waves, 
White oer the troubled Ocean, bellowing loud, 
The ſtormy Winds in wild Contention blow ; 
And toſs the liquid Mountains to the Sky. | 
Huſh them to Peace, and then to me ſpeak Comfort. 
No, Clitus, no; it is not thine to give. 
But haſte thee with me to the Royal Tent, fy 
Join there with mine thy powerful Interceſſion: 
Oh learn, for once, to bend thy ſtubborn Knee, 
To leſs than Fove, to fave'Parmenis's' Son. 
Cui. Parmenio! Oh moſt venerable Name! 
Too much already do I fear for thee. ' 
Never to Mortal will old C/itus keel; T 
4 Vet ſhall he join thee in thy pious Suit, 
I mine be the Taſk to move Compaſſion; mine, 
Fo "To teach chis Maxim, and enforce its Truth 
} bat when the nigbrigt "Monarch 2001 d d ple, | 
i | Hit ampleſt Rule, and ll Extent of Stoay.3 ; 5 : 
9 Mercy, the nobleft Triumph of the T hrame, © 
Hit great E 18 then be 9. ren 
8 AO 1 
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SCENE continues. 
Eur Antigons. EE Hogg 
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N Antigona, 3 10 
2 OW raſh, how 15 e is Brel 
WED How wretched, oh, how fatal is our, 
Krror, ; 
When to Revenge amnion we run 77 | 
Revenge, that * with 90s: F orce 
co it me cls FL 
Back on ;nſelf, and is its own. BT „ 
While to the ſhort-liv'd momentary, 3 18% row of 
Succeeds a Train of Woes, an Age of Torments | 
What has thy Fury, hapleſs Woman, done 
No more ſhall Slumber crown thy Nights with bee 4 
No more with. grateful Sweets the riſing dun 88 3 
Salute thy Eyes, and cheer thy Morning Wake, iT 
With ſad Viciflitutde, the glorious God, | As 
| nes ſetting, Shall behold: thee wretched. 


ndl 
aves, 


Ener 7 mo. 1 VV 

Thy reſt of Life, one Scene of guilty Horror. $1: A" 

Still is it mine to bear, or brave my Dom: | 
That's ſomething yet; yet Death is in my Power. . 1. - 
Aſ. Theſe are the Pangs of now repented Fury 

She talk'd of Death; ſhe not deceives my Hopes 

And her own Hand' may give me ample Vengeance. 8 

N Vet ſhall J ſtab her deeper with my Words— 


62 PHILOTAS. 
Joy to the Princeſs, that the Traytor's fallen. 
Well are thy Wrongs repaid, if this = 24.5 
His Blood in Streams, and moſt unequałd Tortures. 
Anu. Joy to me, Artaban! Miſtaken Wretch ! 
Eternal Mifery is in thy Wards: 
Torment more exquiſite than he has known. 
Vet ſpeak, oh fay, does yet Philataclive ? 
Has Mercy found him ? | 
Ar. + och as his worſt Foes, 
Craterus and Hepheſtion, cou'd inflict ; 
| Such as relenting Tygers ſhew the Kid : * 
The King's, too late by Chur brought, at beſt 
Snatch'd him from Death, and ſtay d th' unfiniſh'd Torture, 
Ant. Then what have I F expect from ns Hog: wt 
I, chat with envious Rage traduc' d his Truth, * 
And wreſted his unheeded Words to Treaſen: . 
All this from thy pernicious Coumſel, Slave? 
Arſ. What means Agen 80 1 prefime 
To call thee now: Thy Slave? Thy Friend; and well | 
My Birth, my Services, deſerve the Title. 
Ant. What means this Inſolence? His boaſted Birth, | 
Vouch'd only by himſelf his Services 
I well cou 1 Perhaps, hes but rr 
The Subſtitute and Engine of Cruterus. er oy oc = 
| Ar}. Her Pride is mod ECO IAn 
An. — c me, Ny hey; 
To ſhrow'd my Grick, and ſhew diſſembPd +1112 
Forgive me, Artaban, and oh excufe © 
A Woman's Frailty : Where ſhe once has lov'd, 
Strong is the Paſſion; and; howeer ſuppreſfd ' 
In ſmothering Embers, Rill-the Flame burſt an 780 
And finivestoclimb: above our juſt Reſentment. 
Then boldly ſpeak, and glad me with his Fate. 
Arſ."*This muſt be Artifice. "T0 TIP ths | 
Tu try her utmoſt Conſtaney of Soul. A. 


Imagine 


PHI LO TAS. 
Imagine then a Scene of pompous Herrn: 
Before his Eyes, in hideous Front atrang d. >, 
The grizly Torturers, waiting the Command. 
Stand each with Imftruments of Terror atm d. 
One in Derifion ſhakes the ſhameful Whip 
Of ſnaky Wires, brandulh'd aloft in Air: 
While the lung d Bellows, by another ply d, 
Add Fury to the Flames; che reddening Steel _ 
Intenſely glows 3 there the diſtended Cards, 
Staining the Wheel, with harſh, contulſive Cracks | 
Expreſs the Torments F * - 
Ant. Meth inks, I feel em all. ee. 
Lu fe — ior an decanted. LH. 
Unchang d, Philotas view d e 0 34 
The Pageantry of Death ; and calmly ery d, oo 
Why loiter ye, my Friends? Why * clue 
Delay to torture Alexander's Fe? 


The dreadful Sign was given s an Inf: hew'd 
His comely Body naked to the View 3. {4 Ih 
An Inſtant ſhew'd it all deform'd with wand 


W ing Blood, 


Ant. — a 916 l 
Arſ. Tice, — Pate agirens/ | 


And he exhorted to confeſs his Crimes: 


Atwhich hen ha bin Dries GHU. t 4 
The dreadful Rack, with mene 7 
A fad Alternative of Woe, ſucceeds. W | Aus 
Pull, pull, Craterws cries; the Shves bey: AN avs) 
Then think his Nerves unbrac'd; his Lie digi. 
Again they pauſe, again the Queſtion put; 7 
Again, with Heart undaunted, he replyd, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe your trifling, and begin your Tortares. ,. 


Au. Can I ſtill live to bear the dire Deſcription 1... 
at 45. 


13 — — * bo 


Arſ. Aſtoniſh'd, and appalbd, the Torturers ſtand; 

Or be was more than Man, or ſure the Senſe 
Of Honour left him not the Senſe of Pain. 
Next, Fire muſt do its Part. The pointed Steel, 
Red with uncommon Heat, now gores his Sides: 
And ſmoaks, and hiſſes in the ſhrivelld Fleſh. - 
With ſtifled Pangs, his manly Boſom ſwells ; 
Then, and then only, was he heard to ſigh ; - 
That Sigh, but chis Cruel A4rtigoma! 

Ant. Oh! I can hear no more. Diſtration, Horror, 
Poſſeſs me whole; take, Villain, thy Reward. _ 
Hye thee to Hell, and finiſh there thy Tale. [Stabs hin. 
Thou, and not I, curſt Author of his Woes. 
Why to thy fatal Counſel did I lend 
Too ready Ear? What Fiend excited-thee, 
In the wild Conflict of contending Paſſions, 
While Fear, while Love, Reſentment and Diſdain, 
Wage'd in my troub!d Soul a medly War, 
To lead me blinded in the Whirl of Thought ; 

Then, daſh me headlong to the laſt Deſpair ? 
A. Too deeply has thy Daggers Point Mavis 

For a long needleſs Tale; and I forgive 
This, thy laſt, kindeſt Wiong——f deadly Sleep 
Hangs on my Eyes; yet e er they cloſe 3 
Take back this Jewel, thy once cheriſh'd Gift, 
Now Falſhood-ſtain'd 3 and in this abject Garb 
See, at thy Feet, moſt injur'd of his Sex, 


Yet once, I think, thy lov'd Arſaces die. Dies. 125 
Ant. Arſaces ! Ha !: what means the fatal Ward! 1 

Ar ſaces | No, long ſince the hapleſs Youth © 

Fell in my Reſcue; ſuch he hop'd his Aid. P 
But, yet my conſcious Soul ſtarts at this Gems Aw 
Given to Ar/aces, when I fwore firm Love. Wh 
And my foreboding Heart, that ſtill has known Unl 
A beat Check, when Artaban was nigh, 4 


Tremble 


d ; 


ror, 


Hin. 


1 


Dies. 


ables 


| Now is thy Meaſure full. - The fabled Plagues, 5 


PHILOTAS. "v0 
Trembles with Horror at the dreadfal Thought. 7 
His Voice, his graceful Form, confirm me now 3; 
It muſt be he Perdition to my Soul! 

O execrable Murthereſs! Wretch aceurſt! 

This, this alone, was wanting to compleat 

Of Woes and Crimes thy complicated Lot. 


A . * -- 
* 


Wheel, Stone, and Vulture of the Grecia Hell, 
Match not the Tortures that I feel within: | 
Or _ Brain turns, or I'm already there. 


The gloomy Horrors of the Place ariſe | 


Thick on my Soul, and realize apace. |. 
See, the grim Cerberus, crouchi ing, ſhuns my Sight, " 
And owns a blacker Shade than e' er he ſaw. 4791 
The triple Furies curl their vengeful Snakes, 

Their baneful Eyes ſhoot terrible Diſmay ; 

They pull, they tear me to the dreadful Bar: 

In horrid Pomp, th' infernal Judges fit 3... 

Philatas, there, a mangled Heap of Woe: 

There too Arſaces, recent from the Stag, 
His Blood ſtill bubbling from the fatal Wound, - | Fes h 


| Forbids all Mercy, and prevents my Prayers. 


Down! link me 15 and dark Oblivion ſhrowd me! 

7479 1 [7 brows herſelf down, 
Ha, whithes * am I fallen! A bleeding Corſe ! 1 28 
Then J am ſtill on Earth, and ſtill a Slave. ) 
FER to be free. e Le to Jab br el 


Enter 88 and „ 


Perd. Fly, ſeize diſarm her guck. 
A well e Blow—— 4ntigona, - | 
What does this Rage portend ?. Alas, Philotas, 
Unhappy Brave, too much I fear, thou rt wrong d. 

Ant. Who talks of Wrongs? now by yon Sun I Saws; 
Our {a God, 'tis I that moſt am wrong d: | 


Wrong'd 


— 25 Sas been the Eafiriment of kent Malice 


66 PHILOTAS. 
Wrong d by my Fate, Phvlotas and Arſaces. 

Perd. Surely the raves. Who can arr. be? 

Art. Behold him there; low gro ling on the Gros 
Welk ring in Blood, ſhed by this * cruel Hand! 

A Perſian Prince, und of che e TONS: 
Perd. You talk in Riddles. | 
Ani. Riddles be they All! 

So wow d I'withs while Shame chokes = Ac 
Pierd. He ſeemd thy favourite late, thy truffed Shave. 
Ant. By Fate's Caprice,” tos certain was be both | 

Love gave him the firſt Title, War the laſt. © 

Perd. What then provob d thee do fe raſh a Deed ? 

Ant. That chou art ſtill to learn; a Tale of Horror; 
Fit only for the Fiends to hear and punith. 

Perd. Too much thy Phrenzy, and that Tye f Horne 
I fear, import Phe in his Fate. | 
Convey her hence; it is the King's Command: 

And ſee ſhe act no Viclence on herſelf. ” 

Ant. Convey me whereſoe er the Ring Wal plate; 
But let the Way be Hort, and lead to Dea 
There bleſt, i ſo I ceaſe to be unhappy. ¶ Exit grardad. 

Ferd. She's deeply e ; but wks 8 Grief * 

tpring, 
Time only n erpkbhn * G7 the "= | 
See it ſecur d 3 end ut ſome cooler Moment,. 
Confronted to her View, the ſtartling Object 
May wake her Conſcience to diſcloſe what hid 
Strikes her with Doubt, and her with fell 5 
Craterus, from his Poſts and Power diſmiſs d, 
Dirac d and cenſur d, to his Tent confin'd, | 
For Rigour fo precipitate and ernel, 
Can dictate to her Tongue no new Tmpeachments: == 
Nor tempt her to conceal in what bad N . 


16 J *4 


ound, 


YIror 


ter 
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u, cim and Cleo. 


Uebe e ſad Clarus comes, 
A nare Example of Connubial Trath 5- 
Tho deeply wrong d, unwavering ſtill in Love. 

C/eo. Inhuman, barbarous, moſt inſatiate — 
Savage beyond Man's Nature! Fiend Craterus ! / 
From thee, thy Sifter Furies ſhall derive 
New Arts of Pain, unpractis d yet in 49972 
And, imitating well, confeſs thee ſtill 
Superior Genius, in unrivabd Malice: 4 ol 23005506: 
Imperfect Copies they, and thou their 1 Maſter. 

Clit. Princeſs, tho juſt thy Griefs, theſe gig Trans 
Unprofitably tear thy tender Breaft. 

No more think on a Wretch, whom Menalready | 


Hold ſtrong in Hate; on whoſe devoted Head 
| Avenging Heaven ſhall give ee wg 1 q 


Let me ayer ens to recall 44.493 
Thy wandring Spirits home to Peace ad "Reg 
Cho. Rather the Heralds of our wayward Fate, 


| Still let them tange abroad, and loud proclaim, | 


Thro all the Grecian Hoſt; Crateru? Guilt 3 | | 
Philata“ Wrongs, and unexempPd Sufferings. 


Cou'd I forget his Woes, I might forego my Rage. 


Clit. Ok bthat you cou d. - but the Defire were _ 3 
Cleo. Fruitleſs alike, and vain is thy Advice, | 
I was not formid, like my lov'd Lord, * ber F 


Inhuman Cruclties, Without a Groan © $320 


This was not given to Woman, Em 
I'm not Philotas, but his wretched Wife, _ 

Perd. Too much, already has Philtoas ſuffer d: 
O ſpare him, Fair One, in the tenderer Part. | 
Nay, frown not, Princeſs 3 thy Diſdain is ane ; 
On him, who mt that atgry. raw. # Ky 
I wasnot of the Council: Had I been, 


4 4 of 
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66 PHILOTAS. 
And Honour prompted to pronounce him Guilty, 


Death and not Torture ſhould have been my Sentence. Clitus A 
Che. Thou ſpeał ſt the gallant Man, Oh | had like they MY And bo 

By Fear unprejudic d, his Judges met; + ickneſ 
By preſent, or more diſtant Views ara, e Clit. 
Silent I could have wept P+:/otas loſt, | ts The C 
And pay'd a Widow's Rites, without ib Horror, Take n 
Clit. Still doſt thou ſtrive Tanticipate thy Pain. So juſt 

__ - Che. Iam not, as thou art, old Man, his Friend : If that 
Too cold that Name, in which thy Sex is nay Pl: If that 
To temper Rage with philoſophick Virtue ; ' Can be 
And Reſignation call the Teſt of CHEF mien) f To Gi. 
Paſſion in us diſdains the Tye of Precept. Pbi 
Nor can we reaſon down our ag Ga. Thou 
Tis Man's exalted Privilege, to boaſt, A Sla 
His Natute methodiz d away in Art. The l 
Cut. I wiſh ſome Portion of that Art were thine: The 
For now the 1 5 of * en approaches. The! 
Chill 

1 brought. in, attended by Callander. . I ſee 

Cleo. Heart- piercing Sight! Alas, alas, bu, 80 10 
Oh! do I live to ſee this cruel Hour! My 
When, to behold thee is my greateſt Woe. Have 
When, tend'reſt Paſſion, thus at diſtance keeps me, For | 
Forbids to claſp thee with the Folds of Love; My 

| Leſt a kind Touch, more cruel than thy Foes, ' | Aſh 
Cruſh thy poor Boſom with too rude Embrace. And 
Phil. Theſe Strains of melting Fondneſs mer he, 

c 


For I muſt leave thee, Love—Live long and Mm 
Forget Pbiluas, and forget thy Wrongs. 
But if thy ſofter Nature ſhall enforce 

My Memory, in thy Grief, to live a-while, 
Make thy Tears Balm: Permenio be thy Care: 
My Father will demand thy utmoſt Comforts, 
C ander, thou too join to cheer his Ages 
NA 


1 


Clitus and he walk hand in hand with Time, 

And both, like mellow Fruit, may drop together: 

Sickneſs and Pain now ſoon ſhall'end'this Struggle. 
Chit. Lift up thy Heart; wherefore now droops thy Sou 

The Conflict paſt, and Victory thy'own. + 

Take now the Palm that Victory well deſerves, 

So juſtly thine, by more than human Da ring. 

If that thy Royal Maſter weeps thy Sufferings, 

If that in Heart he hold the clear from "wee 

Can be. Atonement ; raiſe thee to new Life 

To Grace reſtor'd, and large Encreaſe of Raad 11K 
Pbil. This to thy Tongue thy Heart can never dictate: 

Thou would'ſ not wiſh me ſuch an abject Wretch, 

A Slave ſo grow ling, to ſurvive the Torture; 

The Rack's Indignity, the Shame of Whips: 

The Whip! Oh, think of that! 'Then wiſh me live. 

The little Blood its cruel Stripes have left, 1 

Chill in my Veins, fires feebly at the Thought: 

I ſee thou would'ſt not. Vet were I fo baſe, 

So loſt to Honour, and fo bow'd to Shame ; ; 

My Foes, tho cruel, merciful in this, 

Have kindly freed me from a Hope ſo mean. 

For ſure, I think, the Pains of Death are on me, 

My Heart ſinks down, Convulſions ſhake my Breaſt, 

A ſhuddering Damp creeps cold along my Veins, 

And thick ping Miſts o ercloud my ſwimming Eyes. 


Welco u all-redrefling Power, oh welcome! 
Thee in tHE Field of Glory have I fought, | | 
And there, well pleas d, cou d have reſign d my Breath ; 


More welcome now, to rid me of Difhonour. (Dies. 
Che. He dies; the ſacred Spirit has talen his fight, £4 
Fer I cob'd tell him how my Widow's Cries 
Shou'd pierce relenting Alexander's Ear, 
And draw ſtrict Vengeance on our ſavage Foes: 
Fer I cou'd ſooth him with a pious Vow, 
; 1 A 5 


— 


To 


Hold on eine 1 at onr Jmpatien 
.  Philatas dead his Name furvive ty Comfort! 5 


ID Scom of Danger, and Purſuits of Glory; 


Pup its ſteep Ranke, eover'd with fierce menten, 
G uch at the Grazie Stream in Arms he __ 


Himſelf the fait that knew the Fruits of Comets. 
If with diſcerning Eye to ſingle Merit, 
Self recommended, not by powerful Friends: 
I to be juſt to all, the meaneſt Greek 
By him eſteem d a Brother of the War: 


Pu / " 
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In the firſt Rank of CT CE nn, © 
| A ſhining Pattern to ſucceffive Heroes. 


His various Character enoughlament ?” $128 of 
His moſt rare Virtnes, r A ts 
Crimes not of Choice, but daa gemerow Eben: Ne Meſſi 
The tod lururiant Branches from a Stein 


R HTBO TAS. 
To hoard his Mew" ny im tay bleeding; Lleart, * 
And be a faithful Turtle im my Gries : 17 ed 1 ah 
To feed on Sorrows tHk the fhbtle: Poiſonn 
Shall crack the Cords of Life, and join me bo Kick. 


Chi. You NN "Tha Pos, dt. 
Doom, Led 84872 we, 5 


Live ſtill the Wiſe, b 
Caf. If with intrepid Heart to lead de Props, 
And with his great Example fire their Souls, — 


To tempt the rapid Flood, then force bis Way 


If, after Congueſt; to divide the Spoils, 
With open, bountedus, and impartial Hand, 


Tf theſe are Virtues: that adorn: a Man, 
And cheſe the Talents that compleat a dene, 


Cut. Tis truly ſaid 3 yet how ball we, 0 8 


1 AW 


Set in too rich a 8oih warm d by tob s, 13 | 
This muſt we own ;: while to hereafter NT „ 
Too ſaithfully adcording, Fame ſhall 457 i Veg (Th, 
: Ehaluar by ungarded Paſſion fell. 0 n I 
2 * 4 * EP « 8. . 
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By M Me. Caen 
Spoken wy Mrs, YOUNG ER. , 


F E wil write ſuch bg: our Faults a mere. 
In good Old Engliſh, 0447" e el 


I Hall not be -Jurftiz'd ta fee the. Fair © N 10 * 9. 
To n Italian Scenes. in Crowds repair; vo BY — 


Charm d by a warbling, ſtrutting, Ape of Men, 


A feather d, teva-legg' d Thing — — that's neither Cick, mv" Hl 5 "Hb 
What Hints toe may be wrong, wt ne er cmmm 
But TOR EY TOR age 0 8585 FAY - iy 


* vt , 


Our Bard, axis the cala, bid me ſoy Dad Sn, 
Something in Vindication f his Plays oo oo OO 


— 


And on the Moral make ſome fine Ręflectiuns: 
Pl fit him for Tl tell you my Objectiaur. 


Hang up Eis Morals 118 4 Stoick 1 0 
Hull ſay his — m fare, bie Tien is hard. 


What Havoch's bere h has Scenes of m Bliſs [—— 


—Only becauſe Philotas kept 2 Miß. 
Meſieurs the Beaux, pray what ars your Emotions 55 
e t tbeſe dtkward, amiguated Nations? © 


- 


Welt! 7 this Story s true, the Time has been, 1 55 
(Thank * 'tis paſt tho toben ot £0.45 4 


4 d Si 4 3s a. * * n 
<a. 11 FA - 
4 Gy 28 3 Be. , "Dp . , FY OI ny 2 2 8 


EPILOGUE. 


"But theſe were Heathen Folks, ———and jo os 815 i, 
Vat their Opinion governs not your Praftice.. 

. Now all Men keep for Pleaſure, or for Bata, 
, Sam for the J e-, others fer the Fabion. 2 Z 
Sonne leuß for Reaſuns; others keep far none 30 ; 2 
Some for themſelves, and others for the Tawn. 
Each to his Power, Conveniency, U | 


Cits keep tei Mencbei privately ſolac'd;; - Lv S1 

Wits n them n often keep ae, 
Cure OR A's Wrongs, our v5 x Tat Kab. In , ; 

Had hopes, at leaft, the Ladies will befriend ber. 

A Fiddle on her Wrongs nd, jealous E . 

| Could not the filly Naman bel berſelf? 

Mut Ge look on, and wait her Huſband's ſerving? 

ver) uu Md NE eras be * to Carving. 


Bu Bold eee that Hint is in His Favour 
5 He binds down Huſbands to their good Behaviour. ——— 
Dat was the luckieft Thought his Muſe e er gave him; 
_ . What ſay you Ladies? hall that Merit ſave bim? 
* Boldly that Wit may claim the Aid of Beauty, © | 
| * reaches * their Matrimevial ys ; 
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